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Thèse Ballads hâve heen written during the past 
fifteen yeara, and are now gathered by the authop 
from his own books, and the varioua periodicala in 
■which the pièces appeared originally. They are 
pnblished BÎmnltaneoiisly in England and Ameriea, — 
■where a pnbKc, wMch haa been ïnterested in the 
writer's prose stories, he hopea may be kindly dis- 
posed to hîa little volume of verses. 

Boston, 27tlk Octob«r, 1S5S. 
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BALLADS. 



THE CHROmCLE OF THE' DEUM. 



PART I. 

Ax Paria, hard by the Maine bairiera, 

Wiœvet will clioosB ta repair, 
'Midat a dozen at woodeu-le^^ed wsiriois, 

May haply fall in with old Piètre. 
On the simshiny bencli of a tavem, 

He sîta and he ptates of old wara. 
And moiatena his pipe of tobacco 

With a diiok that is named after Mars. 
1 (» 
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TH£ CHBONICLE OF THE DRUU. 

The béer makea hia tongue lun tlie quîcker. 

And aa long aa hia tap never feUs, 
Tlnis over his fevorite liquor 

Old Peter will tell his old taies. 
Sei;s he, " In my life's ninety HummeTB, 

Stiange changea and chances l've seen, — 
80 here's to ail gentlemen dniminers 

That ever hâve thumped on a skin. 

" Biought up in the art mîlîtary 

For four geneiationa we are ; 
M7 ancestors drummed for Eing Harty, 

The Huguenot lad of NaTatte. 
And aa each maa in life haa hia station, 

According aa Fortune may fix, 
While Condé waa waîing the bâton, 

My giaudslre waa trolUng the sticks. 

" Ah ! those were the days for commanders ! 

What glorîes my grandfather won. 
Ere bigots, and lackeys, and pandere, 

The fortunes of France had undone ! 
In Gennany, Flanders, and Holland, — 

What foeman resiated us then ? 
No ; my giandsire was ever victorioua, 

My grandsire and Monsieur Turenne. 
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THE CHKONICLB OP THE DKITM, 

" He died, and out noble battalions 

The jade, fickle Fortune, foreook ; 
And at Blenheim, in spite of our valiance, 

The victoty lay with Malbrook. 
The newB it was brought to King Louis; 

Corbleu ! how bis majesty swore, 
When he heard they had token my grandaiie, 

And twelve tbouBand gentlemen more ! 

" At Namnw, Ramilliea, and Malplaquet 

Were we posted, on plain or in trench ; 
Malbtook only need to attack it, 

And away from him scampcred we French. 
Cheer up ! 'tis no uae to be glum, boys, — 

'Tis written, since iîgbting begun, 
That sometimes we fight and we conquer, 

And sometimea we fight and we nm. 

" To fight and to mn waa our fate ; 

Our fortune and famé had departed ; 
And Bo perished Leuis the Oreat, — 

Old, lonely, and half broken-bearted. 
His coffin they pelted with mud, 

Hia body they tried to lay banda on ; 
And 30 baving buried King Louis 

They loyally served bis great-giandeon. 
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THE CHBOKICLE OF THE DBUU. 

" God Bave the beloved King Louis ! 

(For ao he vas nicknamed by Bome,) 
And now came my father to do Ma 

Kmg's otdera, and beat on the drum. 
My gtandsire waa dead, but hia bones 

Muât haTe shaken, l'm certain, for joy, 
To beat Daddy dramming the Engliah 

From the meadows of famed Fontenoy. 

" So well did he drum in that battle, 

That the enemy ahowed ua their backa; 
Cotbleu ! it waa pleasant to rattle 

The sticks, and to foUow old Saxe ! 
We next had Soubiee aa a leader. 

And as liick hath its changes and fits, 
At RoBsbacb, in spite of Dad's drumming, 

'TÎB said we wete beaten by Fritz. 

" And now Daddy croased the Atlantic, 

To drum for Montcabn and bis men ; 
Morbleu ! but it makes a man frantic, 

To think we were beaten agiùu ! 
My daddy he crossed the wide océan, 

My mother brought me on her neck. 
And we came in the year fifty-aeven 

To guard the good town of Québec. 



gilizcdl:* Google 



THE CHEONICLE Oï THE DBU». 5 

" In the yeat fifty-nine came the Britons, — 

Full well I remember the day, — 
They knocked at our gatea foT admittance, 

Their vessels were mooied m oui bay. 
Says OUI geneial, "Drive me yon led-coats 

Away to the sea, whence they corne ! " 
So we marched against Wolfe and his bull-dogs, 

We maiched at the sound of the dium. 

" I think I can see my poor mainmy 

With me in her hand as she waita, 
And OUI régiment, slowly retreatiiig, 

PouiB back through the citadel gâtes. 
Deai mammy, she looks in theii ^cea. 

And askB if her huaband ia corne. 
— He is lying ail cold on the glacia, 

And will nevei moie beat on the drum. 

*' Come, drink, 'tis no ose to be glum, boys; 

He died like a soldiet — in gloiy; 
Hete's a glass to the health of ail dium boys, 

And now l'U commence my owu atory. 
Once more did we cioas the sait océan ; 

We came in the year eighty-one ; 
And the wionga of my father the diummei 

Wete avenged by the drummer hia aon. 
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THE CEBONICLX OF THE DBUH. 

" In ClieBapeake Ba^ we veie landed ; 

In yaia stiove the British to pasa ; 
Bochambeau oui annieB commaiided, 

OuT ships thej were led by De Grasse. 
Moibleu ! how I rattled the drumsticks, 

The day we marched into YorktoYm ! 
Ten thouBand of beef-eatiiig Biltiah 

Theîi weapons we caused to lay down. 

" Then homewatds retorning victorioos, 

In peace to onr oountry we came, 
And were thanked for our glorious actions 

By Louis Sixteenth of the name. 
What drummei on eaitb could be proudet 

Than I, wbile I dnunmed at VerswUes 
To the lovely court ladies in powder, 

And lappets, aud long satin tails ? 

*' The princes that day passed before ds. 
Oui countrymea'B glory and hope ; 

Monsieur, who was leamed in Horace, 
. D'Artois, who could dance the tight rope. 

One nigbt we kept guard for the queen, 
At her majegty's opéra bos, 

While the king, that majeatical monarch, 
Sat âling at home at his locks. 
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THE CHBONICLE OF THE SBtTK. 

" Yes, I drummed for the f^" Antoinette ; 

And Bo amilîng she looked, and bo tender, 
That our officeiB, privateB, and âtummers, 

AU vowed they would die to défend ber. 
But ahe CBied not for us honeat fellows, 

Who fought and who bled in her wars ; 
She sneeted at our gallant Rochambeau, 

And tumed La&yette out of doora. 

" Yentiebleu t then I swoie a great oath 

No more to sucb tytantg to kneel ; 
And so juBt to keep up my drununing, 

One day I drummed down the Bastile ! 
Ho, landlotd ! a atoup of beeh wine ; 

Come, comiades, a bumper we'll try. 
And drink to the year eigbty-nine, 

And the glorious fburth of July ! 

" Then btavely onr cannon it thnndered, 

Aa onwaids onr patiiola bore ; 
Our enemies were but a bundred. 

And we twsnty thonsand or more. 
The; carried the news to Eing Louis, 

He beard it as cahn as 70U please ; 
And like a majeatical monarch, 

Kept filing his locka and hïs keys. 
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THE CHBONICLB OF THE DBUK. 

" We aliowed our republican courage, 

We stonned aad we bioke the gieat gâte in. 
And we murdered the insolent govenioi 

For darii^ to keep os a waiting. 
Lambesc and his equadrons etood by ; 

They never Btûred finger or tliiunb; 
The eauey ariatocrats tzembled 

As they heard the republican drum. 

" Hurrah ! what a storm waa a brewing ! 

The day of our vengeance vras corne ; 
Through Bcenes of what carnage and niîn 

Did I beat on the patriot drum ! 
Let's drink to the famed tenth of August ; 

At midnight I beat the tattoo. 
And woke ap the pikemen of Paris, 

To fbllow the bold Barhaioux. 

" With pikes, and widt shouts, and with torches, 

îfarched onwards our dusty battalions ; 
And we girt tke tall castle of Louis, 

A million of tatterdemalions ! 
We stonned the f^ gardens where towered 

The walls of his héritage splendid ; 
Ah, shame on him, craven and cowaid, 

That had not the heart to défend it ! 
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THE CHBONICLE OF THE DSUK. 9 

" With the CTOwn of his sireB on Us head, 

Hia nobles and knights by hia side, 
At tbe foot of bis ancestors' palace 

'Twere easy, methinks, to bave died. 
But no ; wben wo buist througb bis barrière, 

'Mid beaps of tbe dying and dead. 
In min tbrougfa the chambers we sought bim, — 

He had tumed like a craven and fled. 

" You ail kfflow the Place de la Concorde ? 

'Tis hatd by the Tuilerie wall ; 
'Mid .tenaces, fountains, and statues, 

Tbere risea an obelisk tall. 
Tbere rises an obelisk tall ; 

Ail gamished and gîlded the base îs ; 
'TÏB surely tbe gayest of ail 

Our beautifui cîty's gay places. 

" Around It are gatdens and flowers, 

And the eities of France on tbeir tbroneg, 
Eacb ciowned witk his circlet of flowers, 

Sits watcHng tUs biggest of Btones ! 
I lore to go sit in tbe sun there, 

Tbe flowers and fountains to sse. 
And to tbink of tbe deeds that were done tbere. 

In tbe gloriouB year ninety-tbree. 
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THE CKBOXICLE OF THE SBUIC. 

" 'Twas hère Btood the altar of ûeedom. 

And though neither maible nor gildii^ 
Were uBed in tliose daya to adom 

Oui simple republîcsn building, 
Coibleu I but tbe mebe ouili^tiite 

Caied little for splendor oi show, 
So you gave her an axe and a beam. 

And a plaok and a basket oi so. 

" Awful, and pioud, and eiect 

Hère sate our lepublican goddess ; 
Each morning hei table we decked 

Witti dainty aristocrate' hodiea. 
The people each day flocked aiound, 

As she sat at hei méat and hei wine ; 
'Twas always the use of oui nation 

To witness the soveie^n dine. 

" Young viigins with iâir golden tresses, 

Old silvei-haiied pielates and priests, 
Dukes, marquises, baions, piincesses, 

Weie splendidly seired at hei feasts. 
Ventrebleu ! but we pampeied our ogress 

With the best that our nation could bring, 
And dunt; she grew in her piogress. 

And called for the head of a king ! 
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THE CKKOÎfICLE OF IHE DBUM. 1] 

" She called for the blood of our king. 

And straight irom Lia prûon we drew him ; 
And to her with shoutdng ve led him, 

And took him, and bound him, and slew him. 
* The monarchs of Europe agûnat me 

Hâve plotted a godlesa alliance ; 
l'U fling them the head of King Louis,' 

She said, ' as mj gage of défiance.' 

" I see him as now, for a moment, 

Away from his jailers he broke, 
Asd stood at the foot of the scaffold. 

And lingered, and &in would hâve spoke. 
' Ho, drummet ! quick ! silence yon Capet,' 

Says Santeire, ' with a beat of your drum ; ' 
Lustily then did I tap it. 

And the son of St. Louis was dumb." 
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THE CHSONICLE OF THE DBDIt. 



" The glorious days of September 

Saw mtmy aristocrats fall ; 
'Twss then that oui pîkes drunlc the blood. 

In the beautîM breaat of Lambolle. 
Pardi, 'twas a beautifiil lady ! 

I eeldom hare looked on her like ; 
And I drommed for a gallant procession, 

That matched with her head on a pike. 

"Let'a ehow the pale head to the qaeen, 

We said — abell remembeT it well ; 
Sbe looked firom the bars of bet prison. 

And abrieked as ake saw it, and fell, 
"We set up a shout at ber scieaming, 

We laughed at the frigbt sbe had sbown 
At the sigbt of the head of her minion ; 

Hov she'd tremble to part with her own ! 
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*' "We had taken the head of King Capet, 

We adled for the blood of his wife ; 
Undaimted she came to the scaffold. 

And bared hei Ëui neck to the kaife. 
As she felt the foui fingeis that touched her, 

She shnmk, but she deigned not to apeak, 
She looked with a rayai disdain. 

And died vith a blush on het cheek ! 

" 'Twaa thua that our country was aaved; 

So told us the safetjr commîttee ! 
But psha ! l've the heart of a aoldier, 

Ail gentleness, mercy, and pity, 
I loatbed to assiat at aucb deeds, 

And my drum beat îta loudest of tunes 
Ab we offeted to justice offended 

The blood of the bloody tribunes. 

*■ Away with such foui recollectionfl ! 

No moie of the ase aud the hlock ; 
I saw the last fight of the sections, 

Aa they fell 'neath oui guns at Saint Rock. 
Young BoNÀFA.Bi£ led us that day ; 

When he aought the Italian fronlier, 
I followed my gallant young captaïn, 

I foUowed him many a long year. 
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THE CHBONICI.E DF THE SBUU. 

" We came to an army m tags, 

Our gênerai waa but a hoj, 
"WTien we fitBt saw the Austrian flags 

Flauut pTOud in the fields of Savoy. 
In the glorioua year ninety-six, 

We march.ed to the banks of tbe Po ; 
I carried my dnim and my sticks, 

And we laid the proud Austrian low. 

' In triumph we entered Milan, 

We aeized on the Mantuan keys ; 
The troops of the Empetor raa, 

And the Pope he fell down on his knees." — 
Pierre'fl comrades hete called a fiesh bottle, 

And clubbing together their wealth, 
Tbey drank to the Army of Italy, 

And Oeneial Bonapaite's health. 

The dnunmcr now bated hls old breast. 

And efaowed us a ptenty of scaia, 
Kude présenta that fortune had made him. 

In fifty victorioua wars. 
" Tbis came when I followed bold Eleber — 

'Twaa shot by a Mameluke gun ; 
And this fi^m an Austrian sabre, 

When the field of Marengo was won. 
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THE CHRONIGXZ 07 THE DBVH. 

" My foreliettd haa many deep fturows. 

But this is the deepeet of ail ; 
A BnmBwicker made it at Jena, 

Beside the faii river of SaaI. 
This cross, 'twas Qie Empnror gave it ; 

(Ood blesa him !) it covers a blow ; 
I had it at Austerlitz fight, 

As I beat on my dnun ia the sdow. 

" 'Twas thus that we conquered and fougbt; 

But wbcrefore continue tlie story ? 
There's nerer a baby in France 

But bas beard of our cbief and our glory, - 
But haa beatd of our chief and our fi«ue, 

HÎB sorrows and triumphs eau tell, 
How brave] y Napoléon conquered, 

How bravely and sadly be fell, 

" It makes my old beart to beat bigber, 

To think of tbe deeds tbat I saw ; 
I followed bold Ney tbtougb tbe fire. 

And charged at tbe aide of Mutât." 
And HO did old Peter continue 

Hia atory of twenty brave yeata ; 
His audience followed witb commenta — 

Bude commenta of curses and tears. 
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THE CBBONICLE 07 IH£ SBUM. 

He told how tlie Fnissiaiu in tûh 

Had died in defeace of their lond ; 
His audience laughed at thé Btory, 

And Towed that their captain waa grand ! 
He had fought the led English, he said, 

In many a battle of Sptùn ; 
They cursed the red Ei^Iish, and piayed 

To meet them and fight them again. 

He told them how Russia was lost, 

Had vinter not driven them back ; 
And his company cuieed the quick frost. 

And doubly they cureed the Coasack, 
He told ho^ the étranger arrired ; 

They wept at the taie of diagiace ; 
And they longed but for one battle more, 

The Btain of their shame to efface ! 



" Our country their hordes o 

We fled to the fielda of Champagne, 
And fought them, though twenty to one. 

And beat them again and again ! 
Our warrior was conqueted at last ; 

They hade him hia crown to resign ; 
To fate attd his country fae yielded 

The righta of himself and his line. 
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THE CHBOSIOLE OF THE DBTru. 

" He came, and among us he stood, 

ATOund bim ve piessed in a throng, 
We could not regard him for weeping, 

"Who had led ua and loved ua so long. 
* I bave led you foi twenty long years,' 

Napoléon Baid eie he vent ; 
'"WiereTCr waa honor I foond you, 

And witli you, my sons, am content. 

" ' Though Europe against me waa anned, 
YouT chieJH and my people aie tnie ; 

I Btîll mlgbt hâve struggled with fortune, 
And baffled ail Europe wiâi you. 

" ' But France would hâve suffered the wHle ; 

'Tis beat that I suffei alone ; 
I go to my place of exile, 

To writo of the deeda we hâve done. 

" ' Be tnie to the king that they pve yon ; 

We may not embrace ère we part ; 
But, Général, reach me your haad. 

And press me, I piay, to your heait.' 

" He called foi oui old battle standard ; 
One kiss to the eagle he gave. 
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OF THE DBDH. 

' Dear eagle ! ' he said, ' maj this kÙH 
Long BOund in the hearts of the bmve ! ' 

'TwBS thuB that Napoléon lefl us ; 
Our people were weeping and mute. 

And he passed thiough ttie lues of hin guard, 
And OUI drums beat the notes of salute. 



" I loobed wheu the dromming vas o'et, 

I looked, but oui heio was gone ; 
We weie destined to see bim onc« moie, 

When we fought on the Mount of St. Jobo. 
The EmpeioF iode tbiough oui files ; 

'Twas Jime, and a fcii Sunday morn ; 
The Unes of our wairion fbi miles 

Stretched wide thiough the Wateiloo com. 

" In thouaands we stood on the plain ; 

The led coats weie ciowning the height ; 
' Go Bcatter yon Engltsh,' be said ; 

' We'll Bup, lads, at BniBsela to-night.' 
We answeied bis voice with a shout ; 

Our eagles weie brigbt in tbe sun ; 
Oui diums and om cannon spoke out, 

And the thundering battle begun. 
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" One charge to auother sacceeds, 

Like wavea that a bumcane beais ; 
Ail day do oui gallopii^ steeds 

Dash fieice on the enemy'a squares. 
At noon ve begaa (be fell onaet ; 

We charged up the Englishman's hill ; 
And madly we chai^d it at suaset — 

Hù hanneis weie floating thete Btill. 

" — Go to ! I will tell you no more ; 

Ton know how the hattle was loBt. 
Ho ! fetch me a beaker of wine, 

And, comradeB, l'Il give you a toast, 
l'il give you a cuise on ail traitois, 

Who plotted OUI Empetot's ruîn ; 
And a cuise on those ted-coated English, 

Whose bayonets helped out imdoing. 



" A cuise on those Britïsh ai 

Who ordeied the alaughter of Ney ; 
A corse on Sii Hudson, who tortured 

The lifb of out heio away. 
A cuise on ail Russîans — I hâte them — 

On ail PruBsîan and Austrian îrj ; 
And, O l but I piay we may meet them. 

And flght them a^iaïn eie I die." 
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'Twas ihuB old Fetei dïd conclude 
HiB chionicle witb cuises fit. 

He Bpoke tbe taie in accents rode. 
In nidei verse I cojàed it. 

Perhaps the taie a moral bears, 

(Ail taies in time to this must come,) 

The stoTy of two hundied years 
Writ on the paichment of a dnim. 

What Peter told with drum and stick, 
Is endiess tlieme for poet's pen : 

le found in endiess quaitos thick, 
Enormous books by leamed men. 

And ever since historian wiit. 
And ever since a bard could sing, 

Doth eacb esalt, with ail bis nit, 
The noble ait of mnrdering. 
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THE CKBONICI.E .OF TSE QBDM. 21 

We love to lead Uie glorious page, 
How bold ActùUes killed his foe. 

And Tumos, felled by Tiojans' rage, 
Weat liowliDg to ihe shodes below. 

How Oodirey led his led-ciOBs knîghta, 
How mad Orlando slaahed and slew ; 

There's aot a aiiigle baid that wrîtes. 
But dotli the gloiious thème renew. 

And while in foshion picturesqne, 
The poet rhymes of blood and Uowa, 

The grave histoiian, at his desk, 
DeBciibes the aame in clasBÏc prose. 

Go lead the wotks of Révérend Cox ; 

You'U duly see recorded there 
The history of the self-same knocks 

Hère toughly sung by Dnunmer Pierre. 

Of battlea âerce and warriors big, 
He writes in phrases dnil and slow. 

And waves his cauUdower wig. 

And shonts, " Saint Qeorge for Uazlborow 1 ' 



gilizcdl:* Google 



THE CHBOHICI^ or THE DB0H. 

Take Doctor Southey from the slielf, 
An LL. D., — a peaceful man; 

Good Lotd, how doth lie plume himsel^ 
fiecauae we beat the Cotsican ! 



Item first to last hia page is filled 
With stirrit^ taies how blowg were stmck. 

He BhowB how we the Ftenchmen killed, 
And pi^es Ood for oui good luck. 

Some hints, 'tis true, of politics 

The doctore pve, and atatesman'B art ; 

Piene only bangs bis dnun and sticks, 
And undeistands the bloody part. 

He cates not what the cause may be, 
He ia not nice for wroi^ and right ; 

But show him wbere's the enemy, 
He only asks to dium and fight. 

They bid him fight, — peihaps he wina ; 

And when he tells the atoiy o'er, 
The honest savage braga and grins. 

And only lon^a to flght oace Utoie. 
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THE CHUOHICLE OF THE DBVX. 

But luck nuty change, sud Taloi &Î1, 
Ont drummer, Peter, meet reverse, 

Ând with a moral points his taie — 
Tlie end of ail such taies — a cotse. 



Last yeat, my love, ît waa my hap 

Behind a grenadier to be. 
And, but he woie a halry cap. 

No taller man, methinka, than me. 

Prince Albert and the Queen, Qod wot, 
(Be blessings on tbe glorîons p^ !) 

Befote us panaed, I saw them not, 
I only eaw a cap of bair. 

Yonr ortbodox bistorian puts 

In foremoBt tank tbe soldier tbus, 

Tbe red-coat bully in bis boots, 

Tbat bides tbe maicb of men from ub. 
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THE CBBOSICI,£ OF THE SBUH. 

He pnta him ihere in foiemost lank, 
You wondei at his cap of haïr : 

You hear his aabie's cuiBed claiik, 
His spuis aie jingling every nhero. 

Oo to ! I bâte him and hia trade ; 

WIio bade us bo to cringe and bend, 
Asd ail God's peaceful people made 

To Buch as Iiim aubservient? 

Tell me what find we to admire 

In epauleta and scarlet coats, 
lu mea because they load and fîre. 

And kno^ the ait of cuttii^ throats } 
« • « « « 

Ah, gentle, tendei lady mine ! 

The wiiitei wind blowa cold and ahriU, 
Come, SU me one moie glass of wiite. 

And ^ve the ûlly fools their will. 

And what caie we for war and wiack, 
How kinga and heroes riae and fall i 
Look yondei ; * in his coffin black, 

Theie liea the gteatest of them ail ! 
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THE CBSOKICI.E OF THE DBUM. 

To pluck him down, and keep Lim up, 
Died ituiny million liuman soula ; 

'Tis twelve o'clock, and time ta sap, 
Bid Mary teap the fire with coals. 

He captuied maoy thousand guns ; 

He WTote " The Qreat " befoie Lia name ; 
And dyiiig, only leit his Bons 

The recoUection of his shame. 

Though moie than half the world was his, 
He died witliout a rood his owu ; 

And bonowed ârom his enemies 
Sis foot of ground to lie upon. 

He fought a thouBand glorious wais, 
And moie than half the woild was his. 

And soraewhere, now, in jonder.atars, 
Can tell, mayhap, what gieatness is. 
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THE KINQ OF BEENTFOED'S TESTAMENT. 



The noble king of Brentford 

Was old and »ery aick ; 
He siunmoaed his phyaicîanB 

To vftât upon lùin quick ; 
Thej stepped into their coachea. 

And biouglit theit beat ph^mick. 

They cramnied their gracious master 

Wlth potion and witli pill ; 
They dienclied him and thej bled him : 

They could not cure hû ill. 
" Go fetch," says he, " my lawyer ; 

l'd better make my wiU." 
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IHE KINQ OF BBENTFOSQ S TESTAMENT. 

The monarch's royal mandate 

The lawyer did obey ; 
The tbonght of six-aad-eightpence 

Did make hia heart fiill gay. 
"What ia't," says he, " your majeaty 

Would wiah of me to-day ? " 

" The doctora hâve belabored me 

With potion and with pill : 
My hours of life are counted, 

man of tape and quill ! 

8it down and mend a pen oi two, 

1 want to make my will. 

" O'er ail the land of Brentford 

Fm loid and eke of Kew : 
l'-ve thiee per cents and five per cents ; 

My debts aie but a few ; 
And to inherit aiter me 

I bave but childien two. 

" Prince Thomas ia my eldest son, 

A sobet prince b he ; 
And firom the day we breeched him, 

Till now he's twenty-three, 
He neTei caused disquiet 

To bis poot mamma oi me. 
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THE KINO OF BKEHTFOSD 8 TESTAMENT. 

"At acliool tLey never flogged him; 

At collège, though not ùtat, 
Yet hb little go and gieat go 

He creditably passed. 
And made iàa yeai's allowanco 

For eighteea mostht to laat. 

'* He never owed a shilling, 

Went never diunk to bed, 
He bas not two ideas 

Within his honest head ; 
In ail respects lie différa 

From my second son. Prince Xed. 

" Wlien Tom bas hslf Ha încomo 

Lùd by at Uie year's end, 
Poor Ned bas ne'er a ativer 

That i^htly be may spend, 
But sponges on a tradesman, 

Or bortows ùam. a Mend. 

" While Tom his légal studies 

Most soberly puraaes, 
Poor Ned must pass bis momings 

A-dawdling witb tbe Muse ; 
Wbile Tom fréquents bis banker, 

Young Xed fréquents tbe Jews. 
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THB XIITO or BREITIFOBD S lESTAICEKT. 

*' Ned drives about in bnggïea, 
Tom sometimes takea a 'bus ; 

Ah, cruel fate, why made yoa 
My clùldreu differ tbus ? 

WLy make of Tom a dvlîardj 
And Ned a gentus f " 

" You'Il eut him with a ehilling," 

Eiclalmed the nutu of wite : 
" l'il leave my wealth," stûd Brentfbrd, 

" Sîi Lawyer, as befits ; 
And poTiâon both their fortunes 

Unto their sereral wîts." 

" Your grâce knows beat," the lawyer said 
" On youi commanda I wait." 

" Be BÎlent, sir," saya Brentford, 
" A plogue upon youi prate! 

Come, take you pen «aA paper. 
And Write as I dictate." 

The will, as Bientfbrd spoke it, 
Was writ, and sigued, and doaed ; 

He bade the lawyer leave him, 

And tumed him round, and dozed ; 

And next week in the churchyard 
The good old kii^ teposed. 
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THE EIITO or BBEKXFOBD B 

Tom, dtessed in crape and liatbaad, 
Of moiméiB was the chief ; 

la bittei Belf-uphraiditigH 

Poor Edward showed hia grief; 

Tom hid bis fat, white coimtenance 
In bis pocket handkercMef. 

Ned's eycB irere full of weeping, 

He bltered in bia walk ; 
Tom never ebed a. tear. 

But onwatds be did stalk, 
Ab pompous, black, and solemn. 

As any catafalque. 

And when tbe boncB of Btentfoid — 
Tbat gentle king and just — 

Witb bell, and book, and candie, 
Wera duly laid in dust, 

"Now, gentlemen," Bays Tbomae, 
"LetbusineBB be discuBsed. 

" Wben late our aire beloved 

Was taken deadly ill. 
Sir Lawyer, yoa attended bim, 

(I mean to taz your tnll ;) 
Asd, as you signed and wrote it, 

I pr'ythee read tbe will." 
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The Uwyer wiped his spectacIeB, 
And diew the parchmeat out ; 

And ail the Bientfoid fimùlf 
Sat eaget lound about : 

Pool Ned was somevhat anxious. 
But Tom had ne'er a doubt. 

" My son, as I make ready 
To aeek my last long home, 

Some careB I had for Neddy, 
But none foi ihee, my Tom ; 

Sobriety and order 

You ne'ei departed fiom. 

" Ned hatii a briiliant geniuB, 
And thon a plodding hraîu ; 

On thee I think with pleasuie. 
On bim nitb doubt and ■pain." 

("You Hee, good Ned," eays Thomas, 
" What he thought about «s twain.") 

" Though small was your allowance, 

You Baved a little store ; 
And those who save a little 

Shall get a plenty mote." 
As the lawyer tead this compliment, 

Tom's eyea were running o'er. 



t, Google 



" The tortotse and the haie, Tom, 
Set ont, at each his pace ; 

The bare it waa the fleeter, 
The tortoise won the race ; 

And since the woild'a begimûng, 
ThJB ever waa the case. 

"Ned's genios, blitLe and sin^ng, 
Steps gayly o'ei the ground ; 

Ab steadily you tmdge it, 
He cleaiB it with a boimd ; 

But duUness haa atout legs, Tom, 
And wind that'a wondioua sound. 

"O'ei fruits and floweiB alîhe, Tom, 
YoU paas with plodding feet ; 

You heed not one noi t'othei. 
But onwards go your beat, 

While geniue stops to loîter 
With ail that he may meet; 

"And evet, as he wanders, 

Will bave a pietezt fine 
Foi sleeping in the moining, 

Oi loiteiing to dîne. 
Or dozii^ in the shade. 

Or baaking in the ahine. 
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THB KINO OF BSENIÏOBD S TESTAMENT. 

" Yonr little Bteadf eyes, Tom, 
Though not so bright as thoM 

That restlesB lound abont lùm 
Youi flashing genius throws, 

Aie ezcellentlj aulted 

To look befbre yoni nose. 

" Thtmk heaven, tihen, for the blinkere 
It placed before 70111 eyei ; 

The «tQpidest aie weakest, 
The vittf are not wige ; 

O, bless your good stupidity, 
It ia yooi deaiest yàze ! 

** And thongh my lands are vide, 

And plenty is my gold, 
Still bettei gïfta ftom Natuie, 

My Thomas, do yoa hold — 
A btain that's thick and heavy, 

A heart that's dull and cold ; 

"Too duU to feel deprcBsion, 
Too bard to heed diatress, 

Too cold to yield to passion, 
Or BiJly tendemeas. 

Uarch on — youi toad is open 
To wealth, Tom, and succesa. 
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IHE EIITQ OF SKSNTFOBS B TBBXAICEHX. 

" Ned siniieth in extravagance, 

And you in greedy luit." 
(" r foith," oays Ned, " ont fiither 

Ib less polîte than juet.") 
" In you, »on Tom, l've confidence. 

But Ned I cannot trust. 

» Wherefore my lease and copybolds, 

Uy landa and tenements, 
My paiks, my iarma, and orchaida, 

My houses and my renta, 
My Dutch stock, and my Spanùh stock, 

Uy âve and tkiee per cents ; 

"I leave to you, my Thomas — " 
(" Wbat, ail ? " poor Edward Mid ; 

"Well, well, I skould hâve spent tkem. 
And Tom's a prudent head.") 

" I leave to you, my Thomas, — 
To you, IK TBTtST for Ned." 

The wrath and consternation 
What poet e'er could trace 

That at this &tal passage 

Came o'et Piince Tom his (ace | 

The wonder of the Company, 
And honest Ned's amaze! 
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THS Kl NO OF BKENTFOBD'B TBSXAKEHT. 

" 'Tis sutely Bome mistake," 
Oood-natuiedly cries Ned ; 

The lawyei ansireied gimélj, 
"'Tisevenaslsaîd; 

'Twas thua bis gracious majesty 
Ordained on lus deatli bed. 

" See, heie the will is witnesaed, 
And iiece'a lus autograpli." 

" In tmth, our &ther'8 writing," 
Saya Ednard, with a laugh ; 

" But thou shalt not be loser, Tom, 
We'U ehaie it half and liolf." 

" Alas ! tny kind young gentleman, 

This sharing cannot be ; 
'Tis written in the testament 

That Brentford spoke to me, 
' I do forbid Prince Ned to gÎTe 

Piinee Tom a hal^tenny. 

" ' He hath a store of money, 
But ne'er was known to leod it; 

He never helped hîa brother ; 
The poor he ne'er beMended ; 
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TEE xina 0¥ bbeittfobd'b testaheki. 

He hath no need of property 
Who knowB not how to qwnd it. 

" ' Poor Edward knowa but how to spend, 

And thrifty Tom to hoard ; 
Let TlLomas be the steward âten. 

And Edward be the lotd ; 
And aa tbe honest labotet 

Ib wortby hig reward, 

*' ' I ptay Prince Ned, my second ion, 

And my snccessor dear, 
To pay ta bis intendant 

Five bimdied pounds a year ; 
And to think of bis old &tbeT, 

And Uve and make good cbeer.' " 

Sucb waa old Erentford'B boneet testament ; 

He did devise bis moneys for tbe beat. 

And lies in Brentford chuicb in peacefiil rest. 
Prince Edward lived, and money made and apent ; 

But bis good siie was wrong, ît is coniessed, 
To aay bis son, yonng Thomas, never lent. 

He did. Young Thomas lent at intetest. 
And nobly took bis twenty-fiTe per cent. 
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IBE EINQ OF BBENTFOBD 8 T£BTA1[EHT. 1 

LoDg time thé &mouB leign of Ned enduied, 

O'er Chiswick, Fulham, Brentfotd, Putney, Eew; 

Snt of extravagance he ne'er was coied. 

And when both died, as mortal men wîll do, 

'Twas commonly reported titaX the steward 
Was Tery much the licher of the two. 
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THE WmTE SQUALL. 



On deck, bencath tlie awning, 
I doàug laj and yainùug ; 
It 18 the gtay of dawning. 

Ere yet tte Bun axoae ; 
And abovc the fiuuierB roaring, 
And the fitM nind'a deploiing, 
I heaid the cahin Buoriog 

With univeTBal uose. 
I conM hear the paasengera anorting " 
I envied their disporting — 
Yainly I wbb courting 

The pleasnte of b doze ! 

80 I laj, and wondered why light 
Came not, and watched the twilight, 
And the glimmer of the skylight, 
litAt ahot acioBs the deck ; 
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THB WHITS aOTJALI.. 

And aie bmuacle pale and eteady. 
And the dull glimpoe of the dead-eTe, 
And tbe sparks in fierj eddy 

'fliat whirled from the cltimney neck. 
In om jovial floating prison 
Thete was sleep from fore to mizzen. 
And never a star had risen 

The hazy sky to spech. 
Stnmge company we harbored : 
We'd a hnndied Jewa to larboard, 
llniTOshed, uncombed, unbarbeied — 

Jews black, and brown, and giay. 

Wit^ ténor it would arâze ye, 
And make yonr soûls uneasy, 
To see tliose Rabbis gieaay, 

Who did nought but acnttch and piay. 
Their dirty children puking — 
Theii dirty saucepans cooking — 
Their diity fingers hooking 

Their swanning fleas away. 

To Btorboaid, Turka and Greekg were — 
Whiakered and biown their cheeks vere — 
EnonnouH vide theii breeks were — 
Their pipes did puff away ; 
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THE WHIIE SatTALL. 

Each on his m&t allotted 

In silence smoked and squatted, 

Whtlat round theit childien trotted 

In pretty pleasant play. 
He can't but Bmile who traces 
The smiles on those brown iaces. 
And the pretty prattlîng graees 

Of tJioae small heathens gay. 

And so the bouts kept tolling-— 
And througli the océan rolling 
Went the brave Iberia bowling 
Before the break of day 

Wben i. sQUAiiL, mpcm a sndden, 
Came o'er the vaters scndding ; 
And tbe cloads began to gather. 
And the sea was lasbed to latiier, 
And the lowering thunder grumbled. 
And the lightning jumped and tumbled, 
And the ship, and ail tbe océan, 
Woke up in wild commotion. 
Then the vind set up a hoirling. 
And the poodle dog a yowling. 
And the cocka began a crowing, 
And the old cow raised a lowing. 
As she heard the tempest blowing ; 
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THB WBITB BQXTALL. 4 

And fowls and geese did cackle. 
And the cordt^ and the tackl« 
Began to shriek and ciackle ; 
And the spray dashed o'er the AmneU, 
And down the deck in nmnela ; 
And the rushing water soakB ail, 
Ynm the seamen in the ib'kgal, 
To the atokera whoM black &ceB 
Peer out of their bed-placea ; 
And the captùn he vas bawling. 
And the eailora pulling, hauling, 
And the quaiter-deck tatpauling 
Was shivered in the equallîng ; 
And the pasaengeiB awaken, 
Moflt pitiiullj shaken ; 
And the steward jumpa np, and hoBtens 
For the necessary basins. 

Then the Oieeks they groaned and qnÎTered, 
And they knelt, and moaned, and shivered, 
As the planning waters met them. 
And splashed and overaet them ; 
And they called in tlieir émergence 
TJpon countless saints and virgins ; 
And theit marrowbones aie bended, 
And they thiuk the world ia ended. 
4* 
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THE WHITE SqPAI,L. 

And the Tuikîsh woraen fot'ard 
Wei« âightened and behorroied ; 
And shrieking and bewildering, 
The mothers clutched their cIiildieQ ; 
The men sung " Allah ! Dlah ! 
Maahallah Biamillah ! " 
Ah the warting wateis doused them. 
And Bplashed them and Boused them ; 
And they called npon the Rro^iet, 
And thought but little ot it. 

Th«n ail the fleas in Jewiy 

Jnmped np and Ht like furj ; 

And the progeny of Jacob 

Did on the maln-deck wake up, 

(I wot thoae greaiy Rabbins 

Would never pay for cahina ;) 

And each man moaned and jabbered in 

His filthy Jewish gabardine. 

In woe and lamentation, 

And hoirling consternation. 

And the aplashing water dxenches 

Their dirty brats and wenchen ; 

And they crawl &om baies and benches» 

In a hundred thonsand stenches. 
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THE WHII£ SQDAXL. 

Tbia was the wbite equidl &moiu, 

WHch latterlj o'ercsme us. 

And wMcli ail will well remember 

On the 28tli September; 

Wben a Pnusian captaim of Lancers 

(Those tight-laced, whîskered piancers) 

Came on the deck aatonished, 

By that wild aqnall admonished. 

And wondenng cried, " Potz tausond, 

Wie îst der Stiirin jetzt brauaend ? " 

And looked at Captain Lewia, 

Wbo cabnly stood and biew hîs 

C^gai in ail Ûie bustle, 

And scomed tbe tempeat'e tussie ; 

And oit we've tbought hereofler 

Rov he beat aie storm to laaghter ; 

For vell he knew hù vessel 

'WiÛi that vain %vind could wrestle ; 

And wben a wreck we thought her. 

And doomed ourselves to alaughter, 

How gayly he fought her, 

And throngh the hubbub bronght her, 

And as the tempest caoght her, 

Cried, "Qeobox! boue xbssdt akd 
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THE VHITE aai7AI.L. 

And when, its force expended, 
The harmless atorm was ended. 
And as the sunnse splendid 

Came blnaliing o'ei the aea, — 
I thonght, aa day was bieaking, 
iiy little girls were waking, 
And HTniling, and moliing 

A prayer at home forme. 
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PEG OF UHAVADDT. 



BiDiNO from Coleraine 

(Famed for lorely Kîtty) 
Came a Cockney bonnd 

Unto Derry city ; 
Weaiy was lus sonl, 

Shivering and sad he 
Bnmped along the road— 

Leada to limavaddy. 

Mountams stretclied aiound, 
Oloomy iras their tintii^, 

And the horse's hoofli 
Made a dîsnml cliuting ; 

Wind upon the beath 
Howling was and {ninng. 
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FES OF I,T1U.TADDT. 

Ou the lieath uid bog, 

Black irith many a anipe in ; 
'Mid liie boga of black, 

Silver pools vere flaahùig, 
Ctowa upoa their aides 

Ficking were and splasbiog. 
Cocknef on tbe car 

Closer folda Iiîs plaidy, 
Ommbliiig at the load 

Leada ta UmaTaddy. 
Through tbe crasbing woods 

Autumn brawled and blustered, 
TosEÔng round about 

Leaves the hue of muatard ; 
Yonder lay Longb Foyie, 

Which a atonn wos wbipping, 
Covering with miat 

Lake, and sbores, and shipping. 
tJp and down the hill 

(Nothing coold be bolder) 
HoTse went vith a raw, 

Bleedîng on his shoulder. 
" Where are herses changed ? " 

Said I to the laddy 
Drivii^ on the box : 

" Sir, at Lirnavaddy." 
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JFKO OF LIMATADDY. 

limftvaddy inn's 

But a humble baîtfaotue, 
Where you may proGure 

Whiakey and potatoea ; 
Landlord at the door 

Qives a smiling welcome 
To the shivering wights 

Who to his hôtel come. 
Landlady withiQ 

Sits and knita a stocking, 
With a wary foot 

Baby'a cradle rocking. 

To the chimney nook 

Having found admittance, 
There I watch a pup 

Flaying with two kittena ; 
(Flaying round the are, 

Whioh of blazing turf ie, 
Roaring to the pot 

Which bubbles with the murphii 
And the ciadled babe 

Fond the mothei nursed it, 
Singing it a song 

As she twists the woreted ! 
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Vp and down the staix 

Two more yonng ones patter, 
(Twjns were nerer seen 

Dirtier nor &tter;) 
Both ItaTe motûed legs, 

Both liave snubby nosea, 
Both hâve — hère the host 

Kindl}? interposes : 
" Sure you must be froze 

With the sleet and hail, sii ; 
So vUl you hâve Bome punch, 

Or will you haTO some aie, sir ? " 

Fiescntly a maid 

Enters mth tlie lîquor, 
(Half a pint of aie 

Frothing in a heaker.) 
Oada! I didn't Inow 

What my beating heart meant ; 
Hebe'a self Z thonght 

Entered the apartment. 
As she came she smiled. 

And the stmle bewitching. 
On iny word and honor, 

Lighted ail tho kitchen ! 
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With a couitesy ne&t 

OteetÏDg the new corner, 
Lovely, smiling Peg 

Offers me tho nimmer ; 
But my ttembling hand 

Up the beaker tilted, 
And the glass of aie 

Every drop I spilt ît — 
Spilt it evety diop 

(Dames who read my volumes, 
Pardon snch a wotd) 

On my what-d'ye-call-ems 1 

Witueasing tlie sight 

Of tliat dire disaster, 
Out began to laogh 

MÏBsis, maid, and master ; 
Such a meny peal, 

'Specially Miss Peg's was, 
(As the glass of aie 

Trickling down my legs was,) 
That the joyful Sound 

Of that mingling laughter 
Ecboed in my ears 

Many a long day after. 
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PEQ OF IIUAVADDT. 

Such a silvex peal ! 

In the meadows listemi^, 
You wlio've heard ttie bella 

Ringing to a chriatening ; 
You who ever heard 

Caradori pretty, 
Smiling like an angel, 

Sing^g " Oiovinetti ; " 
Fancy Peggy's laugh, 

Sweet, and clear, and cheerful, 
At my pantaloona 

With half a pint of béer Ml! 

When tiie laugh was doue, 

Feg, the pretty hussy, 
Mored about the room 

Wonderfnlly busy ; 
Now ehe looks to see 

If the kcttle keep hot ; 
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PEG OF LIMAVADDT. 

Thus it wns I diew hei 

Scouiing of a kettle, 
(FaitL ! her bluahing clieeka 

Reddened oe the métal !) 
Ah ! but 'tis in v^ 

That I try to sketch it ; 
The pot perhaps is like, 

But Peggy's face is wietched, 
No, the beat of lead. 

And of Indian rtibber, 
Never could âepîct 

That sweet kettle scrabber! 

See her aa she moves ! 

Scarce the gtound she touches ; 
Airy as a &y, 

QtfLceful as a duchess ; 
Bâte hei rounded arm, 

Bâte hei little leg ia ; 
Vestria never showed 

Anklea like to Peggy's ; 
Bmded is her hmi, 

Soft hei look and modeat, 
Slim her little wEÙst, 

Comfortably bodiced. 
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FEQ OF LIUATADDT. 

Thia I do déclare, 

Happy is the laddy 
Who the heart can share 

Of Peg of LimaTaddy; 
ïtarried if ahe were, 

BlcBt would be the daddy 
Of the ctûldren &ir 

Of Peg of Limavaddy. 
Béant}! ia not rate 

In the land of Paddy ; 
Faix beyond compare 

Is Peg of Limavaddy. 

Citizen or Squite, 

Tory, Whig, or Radi- 
cal would ail désire 

Peg of Limavaddy. 
Had I Homer's fire. 

Or that of Serjeant Taddy, 
Meetly Pd admire 

Peg of Limavaddy. 
And till I expire. 

Or tdll I grow mad, I 
Will aing irnto my lyre 

Peg of limavaddy ! 
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MAY DAY ODR 



But yesterday a naked Bod, 
The dandies aneeied fcom Rotten Kow, 
And oantered o'er it to and fro ; 

And see, 'tia done t 
Ab though 'twete by a wizard's rod 
A blazing arct of lucid glaaa 
Leaps like a Grantain from the grasa, 
To meet the Btm ! 

A quiet green but few days since, 
With cattle browaing in the sliade, 
And bete aie lînea of b^ht arcade 
In ordcr Taiaed! 
A palace, aa for &iry Prince, 
A rate pavilion, sucb aa mon 
6aw never, smce mankind began 

And built and glazed 1 
S* CW) 
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HAT DAT ODE. 

A peacefiil place it vas but now, 
Ând lo ! vithin ite ehining streete 
Â multitude of nations meeta ; 

A countlesB thiong, 
I «ee beneath the crystal bow. 
And Qaul and German, Rubs and Turk, 
Each fritli hiB native htmdiwork 

And busy tongue. 

I felt a thiill of lovo and awe 
To maik tbe différent garb of eacb ; 
The changing longue, the various apeech 
Togetber blent. 
A thrill, methinks, like His who saw 
" Ail people dwelling upon earth 
Piaising oui Ood with solemn mirtb 
And one consent," 

High Boveieign, in j^or Boyal state, 
Captaine, and chiefs, and councillors, 
Befbre the lofly palace dooia 

Are open aet; 
Husb ! ère you pass the abining gâte ; 
Bush ! ete the heaving curtain draws. 
And let the Royal pageant pause 
A moment yet. 
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1IA.Y DAT ODE. 

Feople and prince a silence keep ! 
Bon' coTonet and kingly crown, 
Helmet and plume, bow lowly down, 

The wtiile the priest, 
Before Ute splendid portai step, 

(While atill the wondioue banquet stays,) 
Fiom Heaven suprême a blesaii^ prays 
Upon the feast. 

Then ouwards let the triomph march ; 
Then let the loud aitiUer; roll, 
And trumpeta ring, and joy-beUs toll, 
And pass the gâte. 
Fass undemeath the shining aich, 

'Neath which the leafy elms are green ; 
Ascend auto your throne, O queen ! 

And take your state. 

Behold hei in hei Boyal place ; 
A gentle lady ; and the hand 
That Bways the aceptie of thia land, 

How frai! and weak ! 
Soft is the voice, and Ûdr the face, 

She breathea amen to prayer and hymu ; 
No wonder that her eyea are dim. 

And pale het cheek. 
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TbÎB moment tound her empire's ahorea 
The wiiids of Austral wmtei aweep. 
And thoosands iie in mldnight sleep, 
At rest to-day. 
O ! awful is that crown of youw, 
Queen of ûmumeTable realms, 
Sitting beneath the buddii^ elms 

Of Engliah May ! 

A wondroua sceptre 'tis to bear, 
Stiange mystery of God wliicb set 
Upon her brow yon coronet, — 

The foiemoat crown 
Of ail the wotld on one so fali ! 
That chose her to it firom her birth. 
And bade the sons of ail the eaith 

To her bow down. 

The representatires of m&n 
Hère &om the iax Antipodes, 
And from the subject Indian seas. 

In Congress meet ; 
Front A&ic and from Hinduslan, 
From Western continent and Isle, 
The envoya of her empire pile 

Oifts at her fbet 
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lUY DAT ODE. 

Oui brethrea cross the Atlantic tides, 
Loading the gallant decka, which once 
Roaied a. défiance to our gutiB, 

With peaceful stoie ; 
Symbol of peace, theii vessel rides ! * 
O'ei Engliah w^vea float Star and Stripe, 
And finn their Meodly ancbors gripe 
The fether shore î 

Fiom Shme and Danube, Rhône and Seine, 
Aa rivera from theit sources gush, 
The swelling floods of natioiiB niah. 

And aeawaid poui : 
From coast to coast m ûiendly chain, 
With coimdess ships we bridge the stadta. 
And angry océan séparâtes 

Europe no moie. 

Fnm Mississippi and from Nile — 
From Baltic, Qanges, Bosphorua, 
In England's aïk assemhled thus 

Axe friend and guest. 

Look down the migltty sunlit aisle, 

• Tha n. S. Frîgftte St. 
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MAT IU.T ODE. 

And see the sumptuoiu banquet set, 
The brotherhood of nations met 

Aïoimd the feasti 

Aloi^ the dazaling colonnade, 
Far as the straining eye can gaze, 
Gleam cross and fountais, bell and vase, 
In vistas bright. 
And statues lait of nymph and maid. 
And steeds and paids asd Amazons, 
Writhing and grappling in the bronze. 
In endless fight. 

To deck the glorions toof and dôme, 
To make the Qneen a canopy, 
The peacefol hosti of industry 

Theîr standaids bear. 
Yon are the works of Brahmin loom ; 
On such a web of Fersian thread 
The désert Aiab bows Us head. 

And cries his ptayet. 

Look jronder wheie the engines toil ; 
Thèse England's annB of conquest are, 
The trophies of her bloodless wat : 

Brave weapons theM. 



CCI t, Google 



Victorioua over wave and soil, 

With thèse she Baîls, she weavea, ehe tdlls, 
Pierces the everlaaiing hills. 

And spans the Beaa. 

The engine roars upon ite race, 
The ghuttle whîrrs along the woof, 
The people hom from floot to roof^ 

With Babel tongne. 

The fountain in the basin playa, 
The chanting organ echoes dear, 
An awiiil chorus 'tis to heai, 

A wondrous song ! 

Swell, oTgsn, swell youi trumpet blaat, 
March, Queen and Koyal pageant, match 
By splendid aisle and springing aich 

Of this&iiHall; 
And see ! above the &biic vaat, 

Ood's bcundlees Heaven ia bending blue, 
God'a peaceM sunlight is beaming thtough, 
Shines over ail. 
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THE BALLAD OF BOUILLAfiAISSE. 



A siBEEi there is in Fam iâmous, 

For vUcb DO ihyme onr langnsge yields, 
Rue Neuve des petits Cliamps its name is — 

The New Street of the Little Fielda ; 
And Kete's an inn, not rich and eplendîd. 

But still in comfortable case ; 
Th« wMch in youth I oft attended, 

To oat a bowl of Bouillabaisse. 

ThiB BooillabuaBe a noble disk is — 

A sort of sDup, oi brotb, or biew. 
Or hotcbpotcb of ail sorts of fisbes, 

That Qieenmck nevet could outdo ; 
Oreen herbs, red peppers, muscles, safibm. 

Soles, onions, gailic, roacb and dace ; 
Ail thèse yoa eat at Tebbé's tavem, 

In ikat one diab of Bouillabaisse. 

m 
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THE BALLÀD 07 BOUILLABAIsaB. 

Indeed, a rich and savoiy Btew 'tû ; 

And ttue philoBophers, metlûnks, 
Who love oll sorts of natuial beanties, 

Sliould love good victuals and good diinks. 
And Coidelier or Bénédictine 

Migttt glodly, sure, his lot embrace, 
Nor find a iaat-day too afflicdng, 

Whicb serred him up a Bouillabusse. 

I wonder if the house still thete ia ? 

Yes, Iiere Ûie lamp is, as befote ; 
The smiling, red-cheeked écaOlére is 

Still opening oTsters at the door. 
Ib Tbkké Btill alive and able ? 

I recollect hia dioll grimace ; 
He'd come and smile befiire your table. 

And hoped you liked your Bouillabalase. 

We enter ; nothing's changea or older. 

" How'b Monûeui Txbbé, waiter, piay ? " 
The 'traiter stares and shrugs bis sboulder ; — 

" MonûeuT ia dead this raony a day." 
" It is the lot of saint and einner. 

go honest Tbbbé's run his race ? " 
" What will Monsieur require for dinner î " 

" Say, do you still eook BouîUabaiBSQ?" 
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THE BAI: LAD C 

"Oh, oui. Monsieur," 's the waitet's answer; 

" Quel vin Monsieur desire-t-il ? " 
" Tell me a good one." " That I cao, sir ; 

Tbe Chambertln with yellow seol." 
" So TebbÉ's gone," I say, and sinï in 

iiy old accustomed corner-place ; 
"He's done with feaating and with drinking, 

With Burgundy and Bouillabaisse." 

My old accustomed corner hère is, 

The table still is in the nook; 
Ah ! vanished many a fausy year is, 

This well-known chûr since last I took. 
When first I saw ye. Cari htogM, 

l'd Bcarce a beard upon mj &ice. 
And now a grizzled, grim old fogy, 

I sit a&d vait for Bouillabaisse. 

Where are you, old companions trust^ 

Of early days, hère met ta dine ? 
Come, waiter! quick, a £agon cruaty^ 

l'il pledge them in tbe good old 'wine. 
The kind old voices and old faces 

My memory can quick retrace ; 
Around the board they take their places. 

And share the wine and Bouillabusse. 
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THE BAJLLAD 07 BODILLjLBAIBSE. 

Tkeie's Jack bas made a wondious maniage ; 

Tbere'e laugbing Tou is laughing yet ; 
There'a brave Auousujs drivée bis carriage ; 

Tbere'a poor old Fbed in the Gazette ; 
On jA.M£s*a bead tbe grasa is giowing : 

Oood Lord ! Tbe world bas wagged apace 
Since bere we set tbe Claret âowing. 

And drank, and ate tbe BouUlabaîsae. 

Ab me ! bow quick tbe da.ya ate flitting ! 

I inind me of a time tbat's gotie, 
Wben bere l'd ait, as now l'm sitting. 

In tbis same place — but not alone. 
A iair yooiig fonn waa nestled near me, 

A dear, dear iàce looked fondly up. 
And sveetlf apoke and smiled to cheei me 

— Tbere'a no oae now to share m; cup. 

« « « 

I drînk it aa the Fatea ordtùn it. 

Corne, fill it, and bave done with rbymes ; 
Fill up tbe lonely glass, and diaîn it 

In memory of dear old times. 
Welcome the wine, wfaate'er the seal ia ; 

And sit you down and aay your grâce 
Witb tbankfiil beatt, wbate'er the meal ia. 

— Hete cornes the amobing Bouillabaisse ! 
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THE MAHOGANY TREE. 



Chbistuas îs hère ; 
Winds whistle shiill, 
Icy and chill, 
Little cate we ; 
Little we fear 
Weather wittutut, 
Sbeltered about 
Tlie Hohogany Tiee. 

Once on the boughs 
Bùds of rare plume 
Sang, in its bloom ; 
Nig^t-birdfi are we ; 
Hère we catouse, 
Singing, Uke tbem, 
Perched round tbe stem 
Of tbe joUy old tree. 
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THE X&HOQAKT IBEE. 

Hete let us sport, 
Boyi, as we Bit ; 
Laughter and wit 
Flashiitg 30 ftee. 
Life is but short — 
When we are goue, 
Iiet them sing on, 
Roimd the old tree. 

Evenings we knew, 
Happy as this ; 
Faces we miss, 
Pleaaaat to see. 
Eind betuts and tme, 
Gentle and just, 
Peace to your dust ! 
We sing roimd the tree. 

Caie, like a dun, 
Luiks at the gâte : 
Let tbe dog wait ; 
Happy we'll be ! 
Drink, every one ; 
Pile up the coals, 
FiU the red bowls, 
Boimd the old tree ! 
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IH£ llABOaA.KY TBEE. 

Drain we the cap. — 
Friend, art afraid ? 
Spirits Eue laid 
In ihe Red Sea. 
Mantle it ap ; 
Empty it yetj 
Let us forget, 
Sound the old tree. 

Sorrovs, begone ! 
Life and ita illa, 
DuDS and tlieir billa, 
Bid we to flee. 
Corne wîth the dawn, 
Blne-devil aprite, 
Leave ua to-night, 
Round the old tree. 
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THE YAXKEE VOLUNTEERS. 



" A mrgeon of tha Uallod Ststtn tiaij wji, tint on iDrjnlriiiii ot the Cuptila 
bi» oomp'mTT Jke tovmàiluilnijwtadJuot On mea hiMl «nllstod onimoDDl of 
19 relDftlv dlfflcult;.^'] — JfomLn^ /bper. 



Ye Yankee volimteere ! 
It makea m; bosom bleed 
When I your story read, 

Though oft 'tis told one. 
So — in both hémisphères 
The women aie untrue. 
And cruel in the New, 

As in the Old one I 
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THE TAKKEE TOLUNTEEBS. 

Wliat — in this company 

Of sixty sons of Mars, 

Who match 'neath Stripes and St 

Wiih fife and hom, 
Nine tenths of ail we see 
Along Oie warlike line 
Had but one cause to join 

ThisHopeForlom? 

DeaerteTS from the realm 
Where tyiant Venus reigns, 
You alipped her wicked cliaîns, 

Fled and out-ran her. 
And now, with swotd and helm, 
Together banded are 
Beneath the Strïpe and Star- 

embroidered banner ! 

And is it so witb ail 

The warriors langed in Une, 

With lace bedizened fine 

And sworde gold-hilted — 
Yon lusty corporal, 
Yon coloT-man wbo gripea 
The flag of Stars and Stripes — 

Has each beon j'îlted ? 
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Corne, each man of thîa 1'"^, 
The privâtes stiong and Ull, 
" The pioneere and ail," 

Tte fifer nimble — 
Lieutenant and Ensign, 
Captai» with epaulets. 
And Blacky theie, who beats 

The clangii^ cymbal — 

O CTmbal-beating black. 
Tell us, as thou canst feel, 
Was it some Luc; Neal 

Who caused tfay ruîn? 
nimble fifing Jack, 
And drummer making dîn 
So deftiy on the gkin, 

With thy rat-tattooing. 

Confess, ye volunteers. 
Lieutenant and Ensign, 
And Captain of the Une, 

As bold as Roman — 
Confess, ye grenadiers, 
Howcvei strong and tall, 
The Conqueror of you ail 

Is Woman, Woman ! 
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THE TANKEB 

No corselet is bo prooli 

But throngh it from lier bow, 

The shafl» that she can tbiow 

Will pierce and rankle. 
No champion e'er so tough, 
But'a in the struggle thïown, 
And ttipped and trodden down 

By her sUm anfcle. 

Thus, alwaya it was niled. 
And when a woman smîled, 
The stiong man was a child, 

The sage a noodle. 
Alcides was befoolcd, 
And silly Samson shom. 
Long, long eie you were horn, 

Fooi Yankee Doodle ! 
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THE PEN AND THE ALBUM. 



" I AM MiflS Catherme's book " (the Album speaks) ; 
" l've lain among yout tomes tliese many weeks ; 
l'm tired of tlieir old coata and yellow cheeks. 

" Quick, Peu ! aod write a Une with a good gtace ; 

Corne ! draw me off a fiiwiy little fece ; 

And, pritliee, aend me baok to Chesham Place." 

Pek. 
I am my master's fiùthful old Gold Fen ; 
l've aerred him tkree long years, and drawn since then 
Thonsands of fiurny yromen and dioll men. 

Album ! cotdd I tell yon ail bis ways 

And tbougbtB, since I am bis, thèse thousand days, 

Lord, bow your pretty pages l'd amaze ! 

pi) 
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72 the tek and the albuu. 

Albuic. 
His ways ? hîs thoughta ? Juat wMgper me a few ; 
Tell me a cuiîous anecdote or two. 
And Write 'em quickly o&^ good Mordan, do ! 

Pen. 
Since he mj fiûthful service dîd engage 
To fbllow him thiough hù queer pîlgrimage, 
Z've diawn and written many a Une and page. 

CaricatureB I sciîbbled Iiave, and rhymea. 
And dinner catds, and pîcture pantonûmea. 
And meny little childien's books at times. 

l've writ the fbolisli fancy of his brain ; 

The aimlesB jeat that, striking, hatb cansed pain ; 

The idie word that he'd -wish back again. 

« « « 

l've helped Tiim to pen many a Une for biead ; 
To joke, with sonow aching in hia head ; 
And make youi laughter when hia own heart bled. 

IVe spoke with men of ail degree and sort — 
Peers of the land, and ladies of the Court ; 
O, but l've chronicled a deal of aport. 
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Feaats that vere ate a fhousanâ daya ago, 
BiddingB to wine that long hatli ceased to flow, 
Qaj meetings with good léllows long laid low ; 

Summons to bridai, banquet, buiial, bail, 
Tiadesmaa's polite leminders of bis small 
Account due Chiistmas last — l've onswered ail. 

Pool Diddler's tentb pétition, for a balf- 
Ouinea ; Misa Banyau'a for an autogiapb; 
So I refiiae, accept, lament, or laugb, 

Condole, congtatulate, invite, praise, scoff, 
Day aiter day still dipping in my trougb. 
And acribbling pages aiter pages off. 

Day afler day the labor's to be done. 

And sure as cornes tbe postman and tbe sun, 

Tbe indc&tigable ink must run. 

« » • * 

Oo baek, my pretty little gilded tome, 
To a iair mistiess and a pleasant borne, 
Wbete soft bearts gieet ua wbcnsoe'er we come. 

Dear, Mendly eyea, witb constant kîadness lit, 
However rude my verse, or poor my wit, 
Ot sad or gay my mood, yoti welcome it. 
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74 IHX FEK jLMD THE ALBrK. 

Ki"d lady ! tdll my laat of lIoeB is penned, 
Uy master's love, grief, laughtei, at an end, 
Whene'er I write youi name, may I write Mend ! 

Not ail aie Bo that weie bo in paat yeara ; 
Voices, fauiiliat onc«, ao more he heais ; 
NameB, oft«n writ, aie blotted ont in tears. 

So be it : — joys will end and teais will dry . . . . 
Album ! my mastei bida me ymh good by ; 
He'U send yon to youi tniatiess piesently. 

And thos with thankfol heart he closes you ; 
Blesaing the bappy boni wben a fnend be knew 
80 gentle, and so gênerons, and so tme. 

Nor paas the worda as îdle phraaea by ; 
Sttanger ! ! aérer writ a flattery, 

Nor BÏgiied the page that legiatered a lie. 
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LUCY'8 BIRTHDAT. 



Setehieek rosebuds in a, ring, 
Thick with ùster flowera beset, 
In a fragront cotonet, 
Luc/s servants this day bring. 
Be it tbe birthday wreath she wears 
Fresh and &jt, and symboUing 
Tbe young nmnber of bet years, 
The sweet blnsbea of ber spring. 

Types of youtb and love and bope 1 
Friendly bearts youi mistress greet, 
Be you ever feir and sweet. 
And grow lovelier as you ope ! 
Oentle nuisling, fenced about 
With fond care, and guatded so, 
Scaice you'Te heard of stonns withonti 
Frosts tbat bite, oi winds that blow ! 
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LUCX 8 BIKIUDjLY. 

Kindly b&s your life begun. 
And we pray that Heaven may send 
To our floweret a warm sun, 
A calm suminei, a sweet end. 
And vbeie'et shall b« her home, 
May she decorate the place ; 
Still expanding iiito bloom. 
And developing in grâce. 
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THE CANEt-BOTTOMED CHAIR. 



Ik tattered olà alippers that toEtst ai the bars. 
And a ragged old jacket peifumed with cigais, 
Away from thé woild and îts toils and its caies, 
l've a anug little kti^om up fout pair of Btuis. 

To mount to thia realm ia a toil, to be sure. 

But the fire there is brigbt and the air tatKer pure ; 

And tbe 'view I bebold on a aunshiny day 

Is grand thtough the chimney-pots over tbe way. 

Thia snug little chamber is crammed in ail nooka, 
With woTthless old knickknacks and aUly old bookg, 
And fooliah old odds and foolish old ends, 
Cracked bargains irom brokers, cbeap keepsakes 
&oni friends. 

7# (77) 
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78 TH£ CANB-BOIIOMEI) CHAIB. 

Old armoT, pnots, pictuies, pipes, china, (ail cracked,] 

Old rickety tables, and chaira bioken-backed ; 

A twopenny treasuiy, wondious to see ; 

What matter i 'tis pleasant to you, Mend, and me. 

No better dÎTan need tbe sultan requife, 
Than the creaking old sofa tliat basks by tbe fire ; 
And 'IJs wonderfiil, surely, what music you get 
Ftom the rickety, ramshackle, wheezy spinet. 

That praying-rag came from a Turcoman'e camp ; 
By Tiber once twinkled that brazen old lamp ; 
A Mameluke fierce yonder dagger has drawn ; 
'Tis a muiderous hnife to toast muffins npon. 

Long, long through the hours, and the night, and the 

dûmes. 
Hère we talk o{ old books, and old frienda, and old 

times; 
As we sit in a fog made of rich LataHe 
This chambei is pleasant to you, frieud, and me. 

But of ail the cheap treasuies that gainish my nest, 
There's one that I love and I cherish tbe best ; 
For the fineat of couches tbat's padded with haïr 
I nerer would change thee, my cane-bottomed chair. 
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THE CANE-BOTIOUED CHAIS. 79 

'Tis a bandy-legged, higL-shouldered, worm-eaten seat, 
With a creaking old back, and twisted old feet ; 
But simce the (air moming when Fanny sat tliere, 
I bless ihee and lore thee, old cane-bottomed chair. 

If cliEÙis Iiave but feeling, in holding such charma, 

A thrill must hâve paseed tbroagh youi withered old 

I looked, and I longed, and I wîsbed in despair ; 
I wished tnyself tutned to a cane-bottomed chair. 

It vas but a moment she sat in this place ; 

She'd a scarf ou her neck, and a emile on her face ! 

A Bmile on her face, and a rose in her hair. 

And she sat there, and bloomed in my cane-bottomed 

And so I bave valued my chair ever aince, 

Like the sbrine of a BaJnt, or tbe tbrone of a prince ; 

Saint Fanny, my patroness sveet I déclare, 

The queen of my heatt and my cane-bottomed chwr. 

■When the candies bum low, and the compaay's gone, 
In the silence of night as I sit hère alone — 
I dit hère alone, but we yet are a pmr — 
Ky Fanny I see in my cane-bottomed chur. 
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THE CANE-BOTTOHEO CHAIB. 

She cornes fzoïa fhe past and levisits my room ; 
ShB lookB as she then did, ail beauty and bloom ; 
So Bmîlii^ and tendei, so fresh and so fair ; 
And yonder she aita in my cane-bottomed cliair. 
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PISCATOR AND PISCATRIX. 



Ab on this pictured page I look, 
This pretty taie of line and hook, 
Aa thougb it weie a novel-book. 

Amuses and engages ; 
I know them both, the boy and giil ; 
Sbe is the daughtei of the Earl, 
The lad (that has his haïr in cturl,) 

My lord the County's page is. 

A pleasant place ibi euch a pui ; 
The fields lie basking in the glare ; 
No breath of wind the heavy air 

Of lazy summer quickens. 
Hard by, you see the caatle tall ; 
The village nestles round the wall, 
As round about the hen, its gmall 

Young progeny of chickens. 
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nSCAIOB AND PtSCATBIZ. 

It is too hot to pace the keep ; 
To clîmb the tturet is too steep ; 
My lord the Eait is doBÎi^ deep, 

His noonday dinner ovei ; 
The poBtem-watder is asleep, 
(PerhapB they've bribed Lim not to peep,) 
And so from ont the gâte they creep. 

And cross the fielda of clover. 

Th^ lines into the biook they launch ; 
He lays his doak npon a branch, 
To guatantee his Lady Blanche 

's délicate complesion : 
He takes his ropier &ora his haunch, 
That beardless doughty champion stannch ; 
He'd diill it through the lival's paunch 

That questioned bis affection ! 

O heedless pur of sportsmen slack ! 
Yon never mark, tiiough tront or jack, 
Or little foolish tichleback, 

Your baited snares may capture. 
What care bas the for Une and hook? 
She tums her back upon the brook, 
Upon her lover's eyes to look 

In aenfîmental tapture. 
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PIBCATOK AND 

O loTÏng paîi ! aa thas I gaze 
Upon the giil who Bmiles always, 
The little hand that ever plays 

Upon the lover'a shoulder; 
In looking at yooi pietty shapes, 
A sort of eimouB wîsh escapes 
(Such as the fox had for the gnipes) 

The poet, your beholder. 

To be brave, handsome, twenty-two ; 
With nothing else on earth to do, 
But ail da; long to bill and coo ; 

It weie a pleasant calling. 
And had I snch a paitaer sweet ; 
A tendet heart for mine to beat, 
A gentle hand my clasp to meet ; — 
l'd let the world flow at my feet. 

And nerei heed its brawling. 
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RONSAHD TO HIS MISTRESS. 
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SoME winter night, sltat snugly in 

Beside the fcigot in tlie hall, 
I think I see you ait and aptn, 

SuTTOunded by your maidens ail. 
Old taies are told, old songa are sung, 

Old days corne back to memory ; 
You say, " When I was tait and yoiing, 

A poet sang of me ! " 

Tbera's not a maiden in yooi hall, 
Thougb tited and sleepy ever ao, 

But wakeg, as you my name recall. 
And longs the hiatory to know. 



KONSABO TO HI3 MISIBESa. 8 

And as the piteous taie ïb eaid, 

Of lady cold and lover tnie, 
Eodi, musing, cames it to bed. 

And sigbs and envies jon ! 

" Our lady's old and feeble now," 

They'll aay ; '* she once waa fresh and faii ; 
And yet ehe spumed her lover's vow, 

And heartless leit him to despiûr ; 
The lover lies in ailent earth 

No kindly mate the lady clieers ; 
Site sits beaide a lonely hearth, 

With threescote and ten yeats ! " 

Ah ! dieary thoughta and dieams are those ! 

But wherefore yield me to despair, 
While yet the poet'e bosom glows, 

While yet the dame ia peerleas &îr ! 
Sweet lady raine ! while yet 'tis time 

Requite my passion and my truth. 
And gather in their bluahing prime 

The roses of jour youth ! 
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AT THE CHUKCH GATE. 



Althouge I enter not, 
Yet round about the spot 

Ofttimea I hover ; 
And near the sacred gâte, 
With longing eyes I wMt, 

Expectant of her. 

The minster bell toUs out 
Above the city'a rout. 

And noise and hununîng ; 
They've hushed the minster bell : 
The otgan 'gins to swell ; 

She's coming, she's coming ! 

My lady cornes at last, 
Timid and stepping fast, 
And haatening hither. 
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AI TH£ CHUBCH QAIE. 

With modeat eyes downcast : 
She cornes — she's heie, eke'e past — 
May Heaven go witli Itei ! 

Kneel imdiaturbed, fàîr saint ! 
Pour out your praise or pltùnt 

Meekly and duly; 
I will not enter there, 
To sully your pure prayer 

With thoughts unnily. 

But anffei me to pace 
Round the forbidden place, 

tàngering a minute 
IAke outcaat spiiits who waàt 
And see through Heaven's gâte 

Angela withîn it. 
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THE AGE OF WISDOM. 



Ho, pretty page, with the dimpled clûn, 

Tbat never haa known tho barbei's aheor, 
AU your wiati is womaii to win, 
Tliîs is the way that boys begin, — 
Wait till you come to Forty Year. 

Curly gold loeka cover foolish brains, 

Billing and cooing is ail your cheer ; 
Sighing and singing of midnigbt stiains, 
Under Bonnybcll's window paaes, — 
Wait till you come to Forty Year ! 

Forty times over let Micbaelinas pasa, 

Grizzlîng hair the brain doth clear — 
Then you know a boy is an ass, 
Then you know the worth of a lass. 
Once you hâve come to Forty Year. 
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Pledge me round, I bid ye déclare, 

Ail good fellows whose beaida oie gray, 
Did not the iàiiest of the fair 
Common giow and weafiaorne ère 
Ever a month was past away ? 

The reddest lips that ever hâve kissed, 

The hrightest eyes that ever hâve shone, 
May pray and whisper, and we not liât. 
Or look away, and ne ver be misse d, 
Ere yet ever a month îb gone. 

Gillian'B dead, God rest her hier ; 

How I loved her twenty yeare syne ! 
Marian's married, but I sit hère 
Alone and merry at Forty Year, 

Dipping my nose in the Gascon wine. 
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SOBUOWS OF WERTHER. 



Westhek had a love for Charlotte 
Such tka votds could never uttei ; 

Would you know how first he met her? 
She waa cuttmg btead and butter. 

Charlotte waa a manied lady. 
And a moial man waa Wertiier, 

And for ail the wealth of Indiea, 
Would do nothing for to hurt her. 

So he aighed and pined and ogled. 
And hia passion boiled and bubbled, 

Till he blew bis ailly braina ont, 
And no moie waa by ît troubled. 

m 
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Charlotte, having aeen His body 
Borne before hei on a shutter, 

Ijke a well-conducted person, 

Went on cutting bread and butter. 
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THE LAST OF MAY. 

M DATED OK THE IST.) 



Bt fete'8 benevolent award, 

Should I Hurvive the day, 
I '11 diink a tmmper with my lord 

Upon the last of May. 

That I may leach that happy time 

The kiadly gods I ptay, 
FoT aie not ducks and peas in prime 

Upon the last of May ? 

At thiity boaids, 'twixt now and then, 
My knife and fotk shall play, 

But better wine and better men, 
I shall not meet in May. 
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And though, good Mend, with whom I dîne, 

Your honeat beatd is gray, 
And like this grizzled head of mine, 

Haa aeen its last of May, 

Yet, with a heart that'e ever kind, 

A gentle apirit gay, 
You've apring perennial in your mind ! 

And round yoa make a May ! 
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LOVE SONGS MADE EASY. 



WHAT MAKE3 MY HEABT TO THEILL AND GLOVft 



WiiTTEB and suminer, night and mom, 
I languish at thia table daxk ; 

My office window haa a corn- 
er looks iato St. James's Park. 

I hear the foot-guard's bugle horn, 
Theîr tramp npon parade I maiï ; 

I am a gentleman forlom, 
I am a Foreign Office Clerk. 
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LOVE BON OS UADE EAST. 

My toila, ray pleasures, every one, 

I find are Btale, and dull, and slow ; 
And yesterday, wlien work was done, 

I felt myaelf so sad and low, 
I could bave seized a sentry's gun 

My wearied biaina ont, out to blow. 
What is it makes my blood to nm? 

Wbat makes my beart to beat and glow ? 

My notes of band are bumt, peibaps ? 

Some one bas paid my tuloi's bill ? 
No ; every mom tbe tailor laps ; 

My I O TJ's are estant still. 
I still am prey of debt and dun ; 

My elder brotber'e atont and well. 
Wbat is it makes my blood to run ? 

Wbat makes my beort to glow and swell ? 

I know my cbief a distnist and bâte ; 

He saya l'm lazy, and I sbitk. 
Ab ! bad I genius like tbe late 

Rigbt Honorable Edmimd £uike. 
My cbance of ail promotÎDn's gone, 

t know it is, be bâtes me so. 
What ÏB it makes my blood to rnn. 

And ail my beart to swell and glow ? 
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Why, why b ail so bright and gay ? 

There b no cltange, there ia no cause ; 
My office tûne I found to-day 

DJBguBting as it ever waa. 
At three, I went and tried the clubs, 

And yawned and saimteted to and fto ; 
And now my heart jumps up and tbiobs. 

And ail my soûl lb in a glow. 

At half-past four I had the cab j 

I diove as haid as I could go. 
The London sky was dirty drab, 

And dirty brown the London snov. 
And as I rattled in a cant- 

er down by deai old Bolton Row, 
A something made my heart to pant. 

And cansed my cheek to flush and glow 

What could ît be that made me find 

Old Jawkins pleasant at the club ? 
Why was it that I laughed and grinned 

At whist, although I lost the tub ? 
What was it made me drink like mad 

Thirteen small glassea of Curaço ? 
That made my inmost heart so glad. 

And every fibre thrill and glow ? 
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LOTK S0NG3 UADE EAST. 

Sbe's home again ! she's home, she's home I 

Away ail carea, and griefe and pain ; 
I knew she would — she's hack from Rome ; 

She's home again ! shc'a home again 1 
" The femily's gone ahroad," they aaid, 

September laat — they told me ao ; 
Since then my lonely heart is dead, 

My blood I think'a forgot to flow. 

She'a home again ! away ail care ! 

0, fairest fonn tbe world can ahow ! 
O, beaming eyes ! 0, golden hwr ! 

O, tender voice, that brcathes so low ! 
O, gendest, softest, piirest heart ! 

O, joy, 0, hope ! — " My tiger, ho ! " 
Fite-Garence said : we aaw him atart — 

He galloped down to Bolton Row. 
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LOVE S0NG8 I 



THE OHAZUL, OR ORIENTAL LOTB BONQ. 
THE BOCKS. 

I WA8 a timid little antelope ; 

My borne was in the rocks, the lonel; rocks. 

I saw the huuters scoutîng on the plain ; 
I lÎTed among the rocks, the loaely rocks. 

I was a-thirsty, in the summer heat; 

I Tentuied to the tents beneath the rocks. 

Zuleîkah brought me water from the we]I ; 
Since then I bave been feithless to tbe rocka. 

I saw her face reflected in tbe well ; 

Her camels since bave marched înto the locks. 

I looked to aee her image in the well ; 
I only see my eyes, my own sad eyes. 
My mother is alone among the rocks. 
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LOTE BONOS UjLDE £ASY. 



THE HEBBY I 



ZuLEiEAH ! The yoimg Agas in thé bazaar aie slïm- 
waisted and wear yellow slippers. I am old and hideouB. 
One of my eyes ia ont, and the haiis of my beard aie 
mostly gray. Ft^e be to Allah ! I am a merry bard. 

There ia a hitd upon the terraee of the Emir'a chief 
wife. Fraise he to Allah ! He has emeralds on his neck, 
and a niby tail. I am a merry baid. He deafena me 
with his diabolical scieaming. 

Theie is a little brown hitd in the bHsket-maket's cage. 
Fraise be to Allah ! He ravishes mj aoul in the mooU' 
light. I am a merry bard. 

The peacock b an Aga, but the little bîrd is a Bulbul. 

I am a lîttle browu Bnlbul. Corne and listen in tho 
moonlight. Fraise be to Allah ! I am a merry baxd. 
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THE CAIQUE. 

YoHDEB to the kiosk, beside the cieek, 

Paddls the swift cûque. 

Ttou btawny oarsman mtb the sun-burnt cheek, 

Quick ! for it soothes my heait to hear the Bulbul apeak ! 

Ferry me quîckly to the Asian shoies, 

Swift bending to your oars. 

Beneath the melancholy sycatnoies, 

Hark ! what a ravishing note the love-lom Bulbul pours. 

Bebold, the bougha seetn quWermg with delight, 

The stais thernselves moie brigbt. 

As 'mid the waving branches out of sight 

The Lover of the Rose sita einging through the night. 

trader the boughs I sat and listened still ; 
I could not hftve my fiU. 

" How cornes," I eaid, " auch music to his bïll ? 
Tell me for whom he sings so beautiful a trill." 
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" Once I was dmnb," then did the Biid diacloae, 

" But looked upon the Rose ; 

And in the garden wKere the loved oae grows, 

I Etraigbtwsy did begin sweet music to compose." 

" O bird of Bong, thete'e one in this caique 

The Rose would alao acek, 

So he might leam liie you to love and speak." 

Then answered me the bird of duaky boak, 

*' The Rose, the Roae of Love, blushes on Leilah's cheek," 
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FOUE GERMAN DmiES. 



A TRAGIC STORT. 



Thebe lived a sage in days oF yoK, 
And he a handsome pigtail wore ; 
But wondeted much, and sorrowed moie, 
Because it hirng behïnd him. 

He muied upon this cutîoos case. 

And Bwore he'd change tte pigtail'a place, 

And bave ît hanging at bis face, 

Not dangling there behind him. 

Says he, " The mystery l've found ; 
l'Il tum me lound." He tumed him lound. 
But still it hnng behind him. 
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Then Toimd and round, and out and in, 
Âll day the puzzled gage did spiu ; 
In Tcûn — it matteted not a pin — 

The pigtail hnng behind him. 

Ând right and left, and round about, 
Ând up and down, and in and out, 
He turned ; but atill tbe pigtail stout 
Hung steadily behind him. 

And tbougb his efforts uever alack, 

And tbougb be twist, and twirl, and tack, 

Alas ! still iàithful to his back, 

The pigtail bangs bebind bim. 



THE CHAPLET, 



A iiTTLB girl through field and wood 
Went plucking flowerets bere and tbere, 

Wben suddenly beside ber stood 
A lady, wondrous fair. 
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THE CHAPLET. 

The lovely lady emiled, and Itûd 
A TOieath upon the niBiden's hiovr ; 

" Woar it, 'twill blossom aoon," ah.e sBJd, 
«'Although 'tb leafless now," 

The littlc maiden older grew. 

And wandeted forth of moonlight evea. 
And BÏghed and loved, as maids will do ; 

When, lo! her wreath bote leaves. 

Then was our maid a wife, acid bung 
Upon a joyfiil bridegroom's boaom; 

When fcom tbe garland's leaves tbere epnmg 
Fali atore of blossom. 



And piesently a baby &ix 

Upon her gentle breaat abe reaied ; 
Wben 'inîdst tbe wreath that bound ber bur, 

Eicb golden ihiit appeated. 

But when ber love lay cold in deatb, 
Sunk in tbe black and ailent tomb, 

AU sere and witbered waa the wieatb 
Tbat wont so brigbt to Hoom. 
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THE Kl KO OH THE 10 WEB. 

Yet atill tte withered wreath she wore ; 

She wore it at her dying bout ; 
When, lo ! the wondrous garland bore 

Both leaf, and fruit, and âowei ! 



THE KING ON THE TOWER. 



The cold gray hills they bind me aiound 
The darksome Talleya lie aleepîng below, 

But tbe winds as tbey paas o'er ail tbis grouud 
Bring me nevci a aound of woe ! 

! for aU I bave suffered and striven, 
Care bas imbittered my cup and my feaat ; 

But heie is tbe nigbt and tbe dark blue heaven. 
And my soûl ahall be at rest. 

O golden legends writ in tbe akies ! 

I tum towards you witb longing soûl. 
And list to the awful harmonies 

Of the Sphères as on tbey roll. 
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My haii la gray and my sight nigh gone ; 

My sword it rustetli upon the wall ; 
Right liave I spoken, and riglit hâve I done : 

"When sliall I test me onc« for ail ? 

O bleased restl O royal night ! 

WLerefore seemetlt the time eo long 
Till I see yen etata in their fullest %lit, 

And list to their loudeat song ? 



TO A VERT OLD WOMAN. 

L& KOTiB f otravâ. 

"Uod Du gingjt einal, die Myre Im HMre." 

And thon wert once a maiden feir, 

A blushing virgin, wann and young, 
Wîth myrtlea wreathed in golden liajr, 
And glosay brow tiiat knew no care — 
Upon a bridegroom'a ana you hung. 

The golden locks are ailveied now, 

The bluahing cheek is pale and wan ; 



The Bpring may bloon., the autuom glow, 
AU'b one — in chimney corner thou 
Sitt'st slûveiing on. 

A moment — and thou sînk'st to rest ! 
To wake, perhaps an angel blest. 

In the bright preeence of thy Lord. 
O, weary ïs life'a path to ail ! 
Haid is the stiife, and light the &U, 

Bnt wondious the reward ! 
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IKIIATIOlf OF HOKACE. 



IMITATION OF HORACE. 



TO HIS SERVINO BOT. 

PeiBÎcos odi, 
Fuei, apparatuB ; 
Displiceat nexaa 
Philyrâ coronse : 
Mitte Bectari 
Kosa quo loconim 
Sera moretur. 

Simplici myrto 
Nihil allabores 
Sedulus cura : 
Neqne te ministium 
Dedecet myrtua, 
Neque me sub arctâ 
Vite bibentem. 
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IMITATION OF UOBACE. 



AD MINISTRAM. 

Deab Lucy, you know what my wish is, ■ 

I hâte ail yont Ftenchified fusa : 
Youi silly entrées and made disliea 

Were never intended for us. 
No footman in lace and in rnffles 

Need dangle behind my arm chair ; 
And never mind seeking fot tmffles, 

AlthOTigh they be ever so rare. 

But a plain leg of mutton, my Lucy, 

I prithee get ready at three ; 
Haye it emoking, and tender, and juicy. 

And vhat bettei méat can fhero be ? 
And when it haa feasted the maater, 

"Twill amply auffice for the maid ; 
Heanwhile I will amoko my canaatei, 

And tipple my aie in the shade. 
10 
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AN OU) FBIEND WITH A NEW FACK» 



THE KNIGHTLY GUERDON. 

TJKTKrE to my Uliic I never could be, 

I Tow by the «ûnts and the blessed Maiie. 

Since the desolate bour wben we stood by tbe aboie. 

And youi dark galley wait«d to carry you o'et, 

• Wafpinq Old Staibs. 
" Tout Molly hu narer beea faite, she decUne, 
Since the Ust time ne parted at Wipplag Old SUin ; 
WhsD I Baid thst I miuld continue the Bune, 
And g&Te yon tlie Inccs-box muked with m; name. 
When I pwsed * fortnight between decks irith joa, 
Did I t'et gire a Iûh, Tom, to one of yoni crew î 
To be nieful md kind to mf Thomaa, I itiid, 
Foi hia tromeis I wuhed, and hts grog too I mode. 

'■ Thoagh jon promised last Sundsy to valk in the 1I>U 
With Suun £rom Deptfoid and likewise nith Sali, 



AN OLD FBIEND WIIH A. NEW FACE. 111 

My &itli tlien I plighted, 1117 love I confesaed. 

As I gave you the batile-axe marked with your crest! 

Whsn tlie bold bttions met in my fathei's old Iiall, 
Was not Edith the flower of the banquet and bail ? 
In the festival hour, on the lips of your bride, 
Was there evet a smile save with thee at my aide ? 
Alone in my turret I loved to ait best, 
To blazoa your sanheb and btoider y oui ctest. 

The knights were assembled, the toumey was gay ! 
Sir Ulric rode fiist in the warrior mêlée. 
In the dire battle-hour, when the toumey was done. 
And you gave to another the wreath you had won ! 
Though I never reproached thee, cold, cold was my breast, 
As I thought of that BATTLE-AXE, ah ! and that crest ! 

But away with temembiance, no more will I pine 
That otheiB ueurped for a time what waa mine ! 



In ùlence I stood yoni nnkindneu to hear. 

And 011I7 upbiuded my Tom with a teu. 

Why ahould Sali, or «Imiild Snaan, than me bs aora prizod î 

For the heait that ia trae, Tom, ahould ne'er bs despiaed ; 

Th«tl be (mutant and klnd, not your Molly fonalce ; 

BtiU ïODi trowie» l'il iruh, and yoni grog too 111 mak«." 
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i THE ALUACK S ADIEU. 

There's a Fbstital eotts for my Ulric and me ; 
Once more, as of old, shall he bead at my knee ; 
Once more by the aide of tlie knight I love beat 
Sliall I blazon his babkeb and broider Ma creBt. 



THE ALUACE'8 ADIEU. 

YouB Fanny was nevei &Iae-bearted, 

And tbia abe protesta and abe tows, 
From the triste moment wben we parted 

On tbe staircase of Devonabire Hoase ! 
I blusbed when you asked me to marry, 

I vowed I would never forget ; 
And at parting I gare my dear Harry 

A beautiful vinegarette ! 

We spent en province ail December, 

And I ne'ei condescended to look 
At Sir Cbarlea, or the ricb county member, 

Or even at that datling old Duke. 
You wore busy witb dogs and with boraea, 

Alone in my chamber I aat. 
And made you the nicest of puraes. 

And tbe smaitest black aatin cravatl 
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At niglit with that vile Lady Frances 

(Je faUoU moi tapisserie) 
You danced every one of the dances. 

And nevet once thought of poor me ! 
Mon pauvre petit cœur I what a. ehirer 

I Mt as ahe danccd the last set, 
And you gave, O, mon Dieu ! to rerive her, 

My beautiful vinegarette I 

Betum, love ! away with coquetting ; 

This flirting disgmces a man ! 
And ah ! ail the while you're forgetting 

The heart of youi poor Kttle Fan ! 
Reoiena ! break away from those Ciroes, 

JteeieiM, ibr a nice little chat ; 
And l've made you the sweetest of purses. 

And a lovoly black satin cravat ! 

10* H 
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THE LEGEND OF ST. SOPHIA OF KIOFF. 



A THouBASD yesM ago, or more, 

A city filled with burghera stout, 

And girt with ramparts round about, 
Stood on the rocky Dnieper shore. 
In aimor bright, by day and nigbt, 

The sentries thoy paced to and fro. 
Well guarded and walled was this town, and called 

By différent names, l'd bave you to know ; 
For if you looks in the g'ogmphy books. 
In those dictionaries the name it varies, 
And ihey wiite it off Kieff or Kioff, 
Kiova or Kiow. 
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Thus gnarded without by wall and ledoubt, 

Kiova within was a place of renown, 
With more advaatages than in tliose dark âges 

Were conunonly known to belong to a town. 
There were places and eqiiares, and each year fout feirs, 
Aod tegular aldermen, and régulai lord mayors ; 
And atieets, and alleys, and a biahop'a palace ; 
And a cbnrch with clocks, for the oithodox — 
Witb clocks and vritli apirea, as religion désires ; 
And beadies to wWp the bad little boys 
Over their poor litUo coiduroys. 
In service time, wben tbey didn't itiake a noîse ; 
And a cbaptei and dean, and a cathedral green 
With ancient trees, «ndemeath whose sbadea 
Wandered nice young nuiaery imdda. 
Ding-dong, ding-dong, ding-ding-a-ring-ding, 
The bells they made a meny, metiy ring, 
From the tall, tall steeple ; and ail tbe people 
(Eicept the Jews) came and filled the pews — 
Folca, Russians, and Getmans, 
To hear the e< 



Qemutns and Polea, 
For the safety of theii soûls. 
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THE QBEAI G0S3ACX £FIC. 



BbDTt, ud ta or m- 

bodj; 

A worthy priest he was, and a stont — 

You've seldom looked on euch a oae ; 
Fot, though he fasted thrioe in a week, 
Yet neverthelesa his skin was sieek ; 
His waist it spanned two yards about. 

And be weighed a score of Btonc. 



A worthy priest for fasting and prayer. 
And mortification most deaeiving, 

And as foi preacliing, beyond compare ; 

He'd exert his powers for three or four hours, 

Witb greater pith than Sidney Smith, 
Oi the Révérend Edward Iiving. 



He was ttie prier of Stdnt Sophia, 

(A Cocknoy rbyme, but no better I know) — 

Of St. Sophia, that church in Kiow, 

Built by missionaries I can't tell when; 
Who by tbeir discussions converted tho Russians, 

And made them Christian men. 
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S&inted Sophie (so tbe legend vova) 
With spécial ËiTor did regard thîg house ; 

And to uphold ker convert's new dévotion, 

(Her statue needing but her legs for Aer ûâp) 

Walks of itself acroas the German océan ; 

And of a sudden peines 

In this the beat of churches, 

Whither ail Kiorites come and pay it gmteful worahip. 

And hoir Kloir 
yj 1 ihoold luTe been A 

hftppy cLt7; but dut 

Ttus with her patron saints and pious preachera, 

Recorded lieie in catalogue précise, 
A goodiy city, worthy magistmtea, 
Tou would hâve thought in ail tho Russian atates 
The citizens tho happiest of ail créatures, 

The town itself a peifèct Païadise. 



No, alas ! this well-built city 
Was in a perpétuai fidget ; 

For the Tattars, without pity, 
Did rerooTseleasly besiego iti 
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Tartara fierce, witb swoiila and sabres, 
Huns and Turks, and sucb aa thèse, 

Envied mucb their peaceful ueigbbors 
By the blue Borystbenes. 

Mnrdering the Dowu they cune, tbese rutbless Russians, 
Fiom tbeir steppes, and woods, and 

For to levy contributîona 
On Ûie peaceful citîzens. 

Winter, Snmmer, Spiing, and Automn, 

Down they came to peaceful Kioff, 
Killed the buighera when they caught 

If theb lives they would not buy off. 

Dntdi ti»T ngirtA Till the cîty, quite confoundod 
^g„,^ By the ravages they made, 

Humbly with theii cbief compounded, 
And a yearly trîbute paid ; 

Howtbejpnia Wbîcb (because their courage lax was) 
Own .ndien^ They dîscharged while they were able ; 

"*™* "• Tolenited tbus tbe tas was, 

Till it giew intolérable. 
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And the Calmuc envoy sent, '^ "" i"»*' of 

the Ccencfc eBTOy. 

Ab before, ta take theîi duei ail, 
Qot, to lus aatoniahment, 
A unanimous refusai ! 

"Mea of Kiofft " thus courageous Of «mightygiUuii 

Did the etont lord-mayor har- 
angue thcm, 
" ■Whetcfore pay thèse sneakîng wages 

To the hectoring Ruasians ? hang them ! 

" Haik î I hear the awfal crj of ThRtUnionUmijoT 

OuT foiefathers in their graves ; 
* Fight, ye dtizeiu of Kioff ! 

£ioff was not made for slaves.' 



" AU too long hâve ye hetrayed her ; 

Bouse, ye men and aldennen, tacB»- 
Sond the insolent invadei — 

Send him statring hack agun ! " 



He spoke and he sat down ; the people or ibeir ihanti rad 
of the town, 
Who wete fired with a brave ém- 
ulation. 
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Now T03B with One accoid, nud voted 
thonka unto the lord- 
Mayoi for hÏB oiatîon : 

Tbt; diiDiis On The eovoj they dismûsed, never placing 
«iMncdciiUng. ûi his Hat 

So much as a single shilling ; 
And ail witt courage fired, as his lordahip 
te desited, 
At once set about their drilling. 

ot am dtï pard : Then erery city watd established a guard, 
^"îlîrf'b^ Diumal and nocturnal ; 

■niumir j^j^f^ volunteers, light diagoons and 
bombardiers, 
With an alderman for colonel. 

There waa mnster and roll-calls, and repsdr- 
îng city walla, 
And filling up of fosses : 
H ih« nwjon ud And the captwns and the majors, so gallant 
'''^"' and courageouB, 

A'riding about on their hoases. 

rh«fcrtifl»tioi« To be guarded at ail houra diey built 
Mdutûiwj. thetnselvea watch-towers, 

With every tower a raan on ; 
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And suiely and secuie, each irom out bis embrasure, 
Looked doivn the iion cannon ! 

Â battle-song was writ foi the théâtre, irliere it 

Waa Hung ffith vast enérgy 
And rapturouB applause ; and besides, the Of tbsoosiiBct 

,,. oftheacCon 

pu biic cause ,na u» eiag^ 

Waa BUpported by the dergy. 

The pretty ladies' maids wete piuning of cockades. 

And tying on of sashes ; 
And dioppîng gentle teais, while their lovets bliutered 
fierce, 

About gun-Bhot and gashes ; 

The ladies took the hint, and ail day were of theiidiMi 
scraping Unt, 

As became their potier gendets ; 
And got bandages and beds for the limbs and forihe heada 

Of the city's brave deiénders. 

The men, both young and old, felt lesolute and bold, 

And panted bot for glory ; 
Even the tailors 'gan to biag, and em- AiiA,eatnj,Bt 
broidered on their flag, ^' ^*°^ 

"ACT WIMCKKE iUT KOHI," 

II 
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ha CiuKk Seerng the citj s resolute condition, 

tigm; The Cossack chîef, too cunning to de- 

epiae ît, 

Said to MmBelf, " Not liaviDg ammouition 

Wlierewith to batter ttie plaœ in proper form, 

Some of thèse niglits l'U carry it by storm. 

And Eudden escalade it or suiprise it. 

itiubnr- "Let's see, howerer, if the cita stand 
gria. nmusn. 

He tode up to the city gatea ; foi answers. 
Ont rushed an eager troop of the town élite, 
And Btnûghtway did begin a gallant skinnish : 
The Cossack heienpon did sound retieat, 
Leaving the rictoiy with the dty lancers. 

upriwnwn They took two prisoners, and as many 
hoises, 
And the whole town grew quickly so elate 
With this small TÎctory of their virgin forces, 
That they did deem theit privâtes and conunanderB 
80 many Cœsars, Fompeys, Alexanders, 
Ifapoleona, 01 Fredericks the Great. 
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And pufflng witt inordînate conceit ^"uiorw^"*"' 

They utterly deapîsed theae Cosaack tlùeves ; 

And tliought the ruffians easier to beat 

Than portera catpeta think, or nsliers boys. 

Meanwhile, a sly epectator of thelr joya, 
The Coaaack captain giggled in hia aleeves. 

"Whene'er you meet yon stupid city liogs chiot-hfaoriBi»; 

(He bade bis troopa précise tbia order keep), 
"Don't atand a moment — run away, you dogs! " 
'Twas dane ; and when tbey met the town battalions, 
Tbe Cossacks, as if âightened at their valiance, 

Tumed tail, and bolted like so many sbeep. 

Tbeyiled,obedient to their captain's order: feigned s letmt. 

And now tbia bloodleas siège a montb bad lasted, 
When, viewîog the countiy round, tbe city wardei 
CWbo, like a fùtbful weatbercock, did percb 
Upon the steeple of Siùnt Sophy's cburcb.) 

Suddea bis trumpet took, and a mighty blaat he blasted. 

His Toice it miirbt be heaid throueb ail Themrfwpm- 

cltijmi 11» CtB- 

tbe stteets lub' »trut,uii 

(He wos a waider vrondrous atrong in hjoju*. 
lnng>) 
" Victory, victory ! tbe foe retreats ! " 
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" The foe tetreats ! " eact cries to each te meets ; 
" The foe retreats ! " each ia hia tum tepeata. 
Gods ! how the guns did roar, and tow the joy- 
bells rung ! 

Arming in haste Us gallant clty lancera, 

The MayoT, to leam if tnie the news might be, 

A league or two out issued with hîs prancers. 

The Coasacks (something hod gîven their courage 
a damper,) 

Hastened their flight, and 'gan like mad to scamper : 
Blessed be ail the saints, Kiova town was iree ! 



Now, puffed with pride, the Mayor grew vwn, 

Foi^ht oll his battles o'er ageln ; 

And thrice he routed ail his foes, and thrice he elew 

the slain. 
"^ true be might amuse bimself thus, 
And not be very murdeious ; 
Foi aa of thoae who to death were done 
The number was exactiy none, 

Hia lordship, in his soul's elation 
^t"^°^ Did take a bloodlesa lecreation — ■ 
'■d>T°'>n Ooing home again, he did ordain 

A very aplendid cold collation 
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For the magistrates and tbe corpoiadon ; 

Likewiae a grand illumination. 

For the amusement of the nation. 

That night the théâtres were free, 

Tbe conduits ûiej lan Malvoisie ; 

Each house that night did beam with lîght 

And Sound tvith mirth and joUity : 

But ahame, O shame ! not a soûl in the Andiuini^s^, 

Now the city waa aafe, and the Cossacks fiown, 
Ever tbooght of the bountiful saint by whose care 

The town had beeii rid of thèse terrible Turks — 
Saàd even a prayei to that patroness Ëui, 

For theee her wondrous works! Hoir ths priwt, 

Hjriclnth, nltfd 

Lord Hyacinlh waited, the meekest of «t chnnh, ud 

priore — thithw. 

He waited at church with the reat of his iriara ; 
He went there at noon, and he waited till ten, 
Expecting in vain tbe lord-mayor and bis men. 

He waited and waited fiom mid-day to dark ; 
But in vain — you might searcb through the whole of the 

church, 
Not a layman, alas ! to the city 's disgrâce, 
From mid-day to dark sbowed his noae in the place. 

The pew-woman, organiet, beadle, and clerk, 
Eept away from theii work, and were dancing like mad 
11* 
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Awaf in the Btieeta with tlie otlier mad peoplo, 
Kot thiiikiiig to pray, but to guzzle and tipple 
Wherever tte drink tnight be had. 



fcrtii M bid Uinn Amidst thia din and revelry througtout the 

city roaring, 
The silvet moon tose eUeatly, and higb in heaven 

Boaiing; 
Prior Hyacinth was fervently upon hia kaees adoriag : 
" Towards my precious patroness tbis conduct sure un- 

I cannot tbiuk, I muât confeas, 'what keepa the digni- 

And our good maj'oi' away, uuleas aomo buaineas thcm 
contrarîea." 

He puta bis long white mantle on, and fortb the piior 

salliea — 
(Hia pioua thougbta were bent upon good deeda and not 

on malice :) 
Hcavena ! bow the banquet lighta they sbone about tbe 

ma^or'a palace ! 
About tbe bail tbe acullions ran witb meata botb iresb 

and potted ; 
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The pages came with cup and can, oïl for the guests 

allotted ; 
Ah, how they jeered that good ïat man as Ho» Uw (nwiu 

. ud luksjsjeered 

up the staJTB ne trotted ! un. 



He entered in the ante-rooma, where sat the mayor's 

He found a pack of dninken grooms a-dicmg and 

Q-sporting; 
The horrîd wine and 'bacco fumes, they set the prior 

a-anoTting ! 
The prior thought he'd apeak about theii uns before he 

went hence, 
And luatily began to shout of sin and of repentance ; 
The logues, they kicked the prior out before he'd done a 

aentence ! 

And haTÎng got no portion amall of buffet- And a» mijor, 

ing and tussling, ■Idennen'.bBlng 

At last he reached the banquet-haU, where '^^^^ " 

sat the mayor a-guzzling. 
And by hia aide hia lady tall, diesaed ont in white aprig 

mualin. 
Aiound the table in a ring the guesta were drinking 
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They dnmk the chiirch, tmd drunk the king, and thé army 

and tlie navy ; 
In &ct, they'd toasted every thJng. The prior said, " Qod 

sETB ye ! " 

The mayor cried, " Bring a Bilver cnp — thete's one upon 

the beaufét ; 
And, prior, hâve the venison up — it'a capital reckaaffé. 
And so, Sir Priest, you've come to sup ? And, pray you, 

how's Saint Sophy?" 
The prior'fl face quite red was grown, with hottor and 

with anger; 
He flung the profTeied goblet down — it made a hideous 

And 'gan a-pteaching with a frown — he was a fierce 
haranguer. 

He tried the mayor and aldennen — they ail aet up 

a-jeering : 
He tried the common councilmen — they too began 

a-Bneering ; 
He turned towaids the may'iess then, and hoped to get 

a hearing. 
He knelt and aeized her dinner diess, made of the nrnslin 

snowy, 
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"To churcli, to diurch, my sweet mistreBs!" he crif 

" the way Fil show ye." 
Âlas, ttie lady-mayoïesa fell back os drtmk as Cbloe 1 



Out trom tbis disaolute and drunken court veut buk aïoi 
Went the good prior, liis eyes with weeping dim ; 

He tried the pcople of a meaner sort — 

They, too, alaâ ! were bent upon their sport. 
And not a sit^Ie aoul would follow him ! 

But ail weie Bwiggiug schnaps and guzzling heer. 

He found the cits, their daughteia, sons, and spouses 
Speading the live-long night in fieice caiouaes : 

Âlas l unthinking of the dai^er neat I 
One or two seatiuela the ramparts guarded, 

The rest were sharii^ in the gênerai feast : 
" God wot, our tipay town is pooily waided ; 

Sweet Saint Sophia help us ! " cried the priest. 

Alone he entered the cathedial gâte, 

Carefiil he locked the mighty oaken door ; 

Within his company of monka did wait, 
A. dozen poor old pious mea — no more. 
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O, but it grieved the gentle prior sore, 
To thiak of those lost soûls, gîvea up to drink and fiite ! 

And ihoi binuBir xhc mîfïhty outer (rate well barred amd fâst, 

Into Saint Bophl»'. ° ' " 

chipta vitb iiis The poor old ftiars stiited tlieir poor 

brHbnn. , , , 

old boues. 

And patlering swiftly on tbe damp, cold atones, 
Hiey tbrougb tbe solitary cbancel passed. 
The chance] walls looked black, and dim, and vaat. 

And rendeied, ghost-like, melancboly tones. 

Onward tbe fatbeis sped, tîll coming nigh a 

Small iron gâte, tbe wbîch tbey enteted quick at, 
They looked and double-locked the ùmet wicket, 

And stood witbin the obapel of Sophia. 

Vain veie it to describe tbis sainted place ; 
Vain to describe tbat celebrated tropby, 
Tbe vénérable statue of Saint Sophy, 

Wbicb fonned its cbiefest omament and grâce. 

Hère the good prior, his personal griefs and sortows 
In his extrême dévotion quîckly meiging, 

At once began to ptay with voice sonotous ", 

The otber friars joined in pioua chorus. 

And passed tbe night in sin^g, piayii^, scourg^. 
In honoi of Sophia, tbat sweet virgin. 
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Leaviag thua the pious priest in " 
Humble pénitence and ptayer, Kj 

And the greedy cite a-feaating, 
Let U8 to the walls tepaii. 

Walking by the eentry-boses, 
Undemeath the silTer moon, 

Lo ! the Bcntiy boldly cocka hîs — 
Boldly cocka his mugketoon. 

SneezoS* was his désignation, 
Fair-haired boy, for ever pitied ; 

For to take his cruel station, 
He but now Katinka quitted. 

Pool in ptuae werc both, but rîch in 
Tender love's delicious plenties ; 

She a damsel of the kitchen, 
He a haberdasher's 'prentice. 

'Tînka, nrniden tender-hearted, 
Was disGolved in tearful fits, 

On tbat fatal night she parted 

From hei datling, iait-haired Fritz. 
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Warm lier soldier lad she wiapt in 

Comforter and muffetee ; 
Called him " gênerai " and " captwn," 

Though a simple privato he. 

" On your bosom wear thia plaster, 

'Twill défend you firom the cold ; 
la yonr pipe smoke this canastet, 
Smuggled 'tia, tny Iotc, and old. 

" Ali the night, my love, l'il miss you." 
ThuB she spoke ; and firom tke door 

Faii-haired Sneezoff made bis issue, 
To retum, alas ! no more. 

He ît is who calmly walks bis 
Walk beneath tbe sîlver moon ; 

He it is who boldly cocka his 
Detonating musketoon. 

He tbe bland canaster puffing, 
As upoa bis round Le paces, 

Sudden sees a lagamuSia 

Clambering swiftl; up tbe glacis. 
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" WLo goes there ? " exolairas the senti; ; 

" When tb.e sun bas once gone down 
No one cver makes an entry 

Into thia hère fortified town ! " 

Shouted thus tbe watchiul Sneezoff; Bc th» m 
But, ete any one teplied, prf^ .ad rti 

Wretched youth ! he fired his pièce o£f, 
Started, sta^eied, gioaned, and died ! 



Ah, full well mieht the sentinel cry, " Who '^^ ""'*i '" 

° ■ J' loddonly Bnii 

goes theie ? " took the dtle. 

But écho was frîghtened too much to déclare. 

Who goea thete ? who goes thete ? Can any one Hwear 

To the numher of sands sur les bords de la tner, 

Ot the whiakers of D'Orsay Count down to a haû ? 

As well might you tell of the sanda the amount, 

Oi numhei each haïr in each curl of the Count, 

As ever proclaîm the numbet and name 

Of the hundreds and thousands that up the wall came ! 

Down, down the knaves poured wïth fire and with swotd : 

There were thicves ftom the Danube aad tyt oie Cossack 

roguoa irom the Don ; troop», 

There were Tutks and Wallacks, and shouting Cossacks ; 
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Of ail nations and régions, and tongues and religions — 
Jew, Christian, Idolater, Frank, Mussulmaii : 

Ah, a horrible sight waa Kioff that night ! 
AndortbBiriiitiiBn The gâtes were ail f&ken — no chance e'en 

oTboniliig, nnirf.1- 

iDg, ud HTiihing. ot mght ; 

And with torch and with axe the bloody Cossacks 
Went hithet and thither a-hunting in packs ; 
They slashed and they slew both Christian and Jew ^ 
Women and children, they slaughtered them too. 
Some, saving their throats, plunged into the moats, 
Oi the river — but, O, they had bumed ail the boats ! 



ihe «hoia dtia But hère let us pause — for I can't porsue 

■Vxrn. MTB tiM , , 

(burgb, further 

This scène of tack, ravishment, ruin, and murthM. 

Too well did tite cunning old Cossack succeed ! 

His plan of attack was euccessfiil indeed ! 

The night was his own — the town it waa gone ; 

'Twas a keap atill a-buming of timbet and stone. 

One building alone had escaped irom the fires, 
wh««i( ihg teiii Saint Sophy's Sah chutch, wiih its steeples 
i^guiwri^g. and spires. 

Calm, stately, and white, 
It stood in the l%ht ; 
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And as if 'twould Aeij ail the conquetot'B power, — 
Aa if aougbt had occuired, 
Hight clearly be heatd 
The chimes ringing eoberly every half hour ! 

xri. 

Tbe àXj waa defuuct — aileace succeeded 

Unto its last tierce agonizing yells ; 
And then it was the conqueror firat Leeded 

The aound of thèse calni bella. 
Furioua towarda his aidea-de-camp8 Uow Uie Coêiack 

chiefb.de tbun 
ne tumB, botn Uw chmoU 

And (speaking aa if Byron'a wotks *™' 
he knew) 
" VUIaina ! " he fiercely criea, " the city bums, 

Why not the temple too ? 
Bium me yon church, aad murder ail within ! " 
The Cossacks thundered at the ^^^ ,^^ 
outer door ; Biormeditisnd 

And Father Hyacinth, who hcard the uigei thenut. 

(And thought Limaelf and brethren in distreas, * 
Deaerted by theit lady pattonesa), 

Did to her statue torn, and thua hia woea ont* 
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it BopUii. " And is it thug, felseet of the aamts, 

Thou hearest our complainU ? 
Tell me, did ever my attachmcnt faltet 

To serre thy altar ? 
Waa not thy name, ete erer I did sleep, 

The last upon my lip ? 
Was not thy name the very ârst that bioke 

From me when I awoke ? 
Hâve I not tried with fasting, flogging, penance, 

And mortiSed comité nance 
For to find fevor, Sophy, in thy sight ? 

And lo ! thia night, 
Forgetfiil of my prayeta, and thine own promise, 

Thou tumest from us ; 
Lettest the heathen enter in oui city. 

And, without pity, 
Minder oui hurghers, seize upon theii apouaes, 

Buin down theîr houaea ! 
Is such a breach of iaith to be endured ? 

See what a lurid 
Citght from the insolent invadei'a torchea 

Shinea on youi poichea ! 
Ë'en now, with thundering hatterîng-ram and hammer 

And hideous clamor ; 
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With asemcn, swordsinen, pîkemen, billmen, bowinen, 

The conquering focmen, 
O Sophy ! beat your gâte about your eara, 

Alas ! and hère' a 
A humble compamy of pious mea, 

Llke mutions in a pen, 
Whose soûls shall quîckly from their bodica he thiuated, 

Because in you they tniated. 
Do you not kaow the Cahnuc chief 's désires — 

KiLL ALL THE FBIÀB3 ! 

And you of ail the saints most false and fickie, 
Leave us in this abominable pickle." 

,_ _, , „ The BtaCiH mit 

"EaSH HtaCINTHUS ! deollespenk»; 

(Heie, to the astonishmeat of ail her hackers. 
Saint Sophy, opening wide her wooden jaws, 

Like to a pair of Gierman walnut-crackers, 
Began) " I did not think that you had been thus, — 
O monk pf little (aith ! Is it because 
A lascal acum of filthy Cossack heathen 
Besiege our town, that you diatrust in me, then ? 
Thiak'st thou that I, who in a former day 
Did walk acrosa the Sea of Marraota 
(Not mentioning, for shortness, other seas), — 
That I, who skimmed the broad Borystheaes, 
"Without HO much as wetting of my toea. 
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Am fiighteaed at a Bct of men lîke those ? 
I haro a mind to Icavc you to yaui fat« : 
Sucli cowaidîce as this my scom inspires." 



Saint Sophy was tere 
M CoBuka. Cut short in ter worda, — 

For at this very moment in tumbled the gâte. 

And with a wild cheer, 

And a clashing of swords, 

Switt through the churcli porches, 

With a waving of torches, 

And a shriek, and a yell, 

Like the devils of hell, 

With pike and with ase 

In tushed the Cossacks, — 

In nished the Cossacks, ciying, " MtrBSES 

THE FBIA^S ! " 

IjidDth, hli 

«ggou iddnin, Ah ! what a tfarill fclt Hyacinth, 

When he hcard that villanous shout Calmuc ! 
Now, thought he, my trial beginncth ; 

*' Sùnta, O giye me courage and piuck ! 
Courage, boys, 'tis useleas to flink ! 

ThuB uato the Mais he began, 
Never let it be said that a monk 

Is not likewiae a gentleman. 
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Though the patron saint of the charch, 

Spite of EtU that we've done aad we've prayed, 

Leavea ub wicketUy hère in the lurch, 
Hang it, gentlemen, who's aliaid } " 

Ab thus the gallant Hyacinthus spoke, ^Ddpnpan 

Ue vith an air as eaay and aa Iree aa 
If the quick-coming mutder were a joke, 
Folded his robea around his sidea, and took 
Place under aaînted Sophy's legs of oak, 

Like Cœaar at the atatae of Pompeîus. 
The monka no leiaure hsd about to look 
(Each being abaorbed in hia patticular case), 
Elae had they seen with what celeatial groce, 
A wDoden smile stole o'er the eainfa mahogany iace. 

" Well done, well done, Hyacinthua, my sunt Botb 

son ! " 

Thua apoke the sunted atatue. 
" Though you doubted me in the hour of need. 
And apoke of me veiy lude indeed, 
You deserve good luck for showing auch pluck. 

And I won't be ongry at you." 

The monka by-atanding, one and ail, she set» on ih 
Of this wondiouB scène beholdeia, 
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Ta tUs kind promise lîstened content, 
And couldn't coat^in theii astonislunent, 
When Saint Sophia moved and went 
Down irom her wooden pedestal. 
And twisted her legs, stue as eggs is e^;s, 
Bound Hyacinthua'a shoulders ! 

ADdUd* " Ho ! forwarda," cries Sopty, " there'H no time 

foT waitîng, 
The Cossacks are breaking the Tery last gâte in : 
See the glare of theit torches shineg red through thc 
grating; 

We've still the back door, and two minutes or moie. 
Now, boys, now or never, we must make for the river, 

For we only are eafe on tho opposite shore. 
Kun swiftiy to-day, lads, if ever yon ran, — 
Put out youi beat leg, Hyacinthus, my man : 
And l'il lay five ta two that yoa cany us through, 

Only scamper as fost as you can." 



Ha nmiielh, XTIII. 

Away went the priest through the little back door, 
And light on bis shoulders the image he bore : 

The honeat old priest waa not puniahed the leaat, 
Though the image was eight feet, and he measored four. 
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Away WBnt the piior, and thé monka at his ttdl 
Went snorting, and puffiag, and panting full sail ; 

And just aa the last at the back door had paseed. 
In furious hust behold at the front 
The Tartars so fierce, with their terrible cheera ; 
With asea, and halberds, and muskets, and speara, 
With torches a-flaming the chapel now came in. 
They tore Tip the masa book, they atamped on the paalter, 
They piUled the gold crucifix down from the altar ; 
The Testtnenta they bumed with their blasphémons fires. 
And many cried " Curse on them ! wheie are the Mais ? " 
When loaded with plimder, yet seeking for more, 
One chanced to fling open the little back door, 
Spiedout the friare' white robes and long shadowa 
In the moon, scampering avei the meadows, 
And stopped the Cossacks in the mdst of their araona, 
By ciying ont lustily, " Theke go tes ADiibeiw 

, ,, Urs &n«r htm, 

PASSONS ! 

With a whoop and a yell, and a acream, and a ehoat, 
At once the whole murderous body tumed out ; 
And swift ts the hawk pouncea down on the pigeon, 
Pniaued tie poor short-winded men of religion. 

When the aound of that cheering came HortiiefriM 
to the monk's hearing, 
O Heaven 1 how the poor fellows pauted and blew ! 
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At fighting not cimiûng, imaccuatomed to mnning, 

Wheu tte Tartars came up, whatthe deuoe sliould 
they do? 
"Thejr'll make us ail martyrs, tliose bloodthîrstj 
Tartara ! " 
Quoth fat Father Peter to fat Fathet Hugh. 
The shouts they came clearei, the foe they dcew 

O, how the boita whiatled, and how the lights shone ! 
" I cannot get farther, this running is muithcr ; 

Corne carry me, Bome one !" cried bîg Father John. 
And even the statue grew fiàghtened, " Od rat you ! " 

It cried, '' Mr. Prior, I wiah you'd get on ! " 
On tugged the good friar, but nîgher and nighcr 
Appeared the fierce Russiana, with sword and with fire. 
On tugged the good prior, at Smnt Sophy's dcaire, — 
A Bcramble through braroble, through mud and thiough 

The swiit arrows' whizzlness causlng a, dizzineas, 
Nigh done his businesB, fit to expire. 

Fathei Hyacinth tugged, and the monks they tugged 

The foemen pursued with a horrible laughter, 

Aod ibe pnrenen And hurled their long spears round the 

ihairî^' ° P°<*^ brethren's ears, 

So true, that nest day in the coata of each 
pries t, 

D, ..■■,t_.0(">^IC 
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Though never a wound was given, there were found 
A dozen arrows at leaat. 

Now the chasG seemed at its worst, Hdh, u u» 

Prior and monke were fit to butst ; 
Scarce you knew the which was fini. 

Or puiauen or pursued ; 
When the statue, by Heaven's grâce, 
Suddenly did change the fece 
Of this interesting race, 

As a saint, sure, only could. 

For as the jockey who at Epsom rides, 

When that his steed is spent and punished sore, 
D^eth his hecls into the courser's sides. 

And theteby makes bim run one or two furlongs more ; 

Even tbus, betwixt the eightb rib and the ninth, 
The saint rebuked the prier, that weary creeper ; 

Fresh gtrength into bis limbs hcr kïcks imparted. 

One boimd he made, as gay as when he j,„ Hmimi, 
Btarted. !^îi^^!« 

Yea, wîth Mb bretbren clinging at his flniiiu. 
cloak, 

The statue on bis shoulders — fît to choke — 

One most tremendous bound made Hyadnth, 
And soused &iars, statue, and ail, slap dasb into fbe 
Dnieper! 
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Aad ivlieu the Russians, în a fiery tank, 
Pautiiig and fierce, drew up along the shore ; 

(For hère the vain putsuing they forehore, 
Nor cared they to surpass the river's bank), 
Then, looking trom the rocks and rushea dank, 

A aight they witnessed never seen before. 
And which, with its accompaniments glorious, 
Is wiit i' the golden book, or liber aareua. 



and Mends, — 
dnth^ct^"^* '^^y dai^ling round his neck, he fit to 
choke, 
When 8uddenly his most mîraculouB cloak 
Over the biUowy waves itaelf extends. 
Bown trom his shouldetB quietly descends 

The vénérable Sophy's statue of oak ; 
Which, sitting down upon the cloak so ample, 
Sids ail the brethren follow Its esample ! 

How is tbii mui- Ëach at her hiddii^ aat, and sat at ease ; 
Bjisi «w»7. The statue 'gan a gradous convetsation, 

Aad (waving to the foe a salutation) 
Sailed with her wondering, happy protégés 
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Gsyly adown the wide Borysthenea, 

Until they cEtme imto some ûiendly nation. 
And when the heathen IiEid at lei^th grown shy of 
Their conqueat, ehe one day came back agûn to Kioff. 

IX. ^1»^ « 

Thtke mot, O Readeb, that we'be i.ÀnoHiiTa at 

YOO MAY OO TO KiOFP »0W, AND SEE THE STATUE ! 

18 j 
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LnxB, Sapt. 2, 1313. 
Jtfy neart is meary, my peace îs gone, 

How shalî I e'er my vioei reveal î 
I haoe no money, I lie in pavm, 

A atrattger in ihe tovm of lÀlU. 



WiTH twenty ponnds but three weeks sînce 
Fiom Paria forth did Titmaish nheel, 

I thonght myself as rich a prince 
Aa beggar pooT l'm now at Ulle. 

Coii£ding m my ample means — 

In trotb, I waa a happy chiel ! 
I passed the gâtes of ValencienneB. 

I never thoi^ht to corne by Lille. 



CCI t, Google 



TIIUABSH S CAXKBN LILLIZNSE. 

I nerer tltouglit my twenty pounds 

Some lascel kuave would dare to Bteal ; 

I gayty pasaed thé Belgîc boonds 

At Quîévram, twenty miles from. lille. 

To Antwerp towu I hastened post. 
And as I took my evening meal 
I felt my pouch, — my puise was lost, 

Hearen ! Whj came I not by Lille ? 

I straightway called for înk aad pen, 

To grandmamma I made appeal ; 
MeanwMle a loan of gnineas ten 

1 boirowed &om a friend so leal. 



I got tlie cash from grandi 

(Her geatle heatt my woea could feel) 
But vhere I Treat, and what I saw, 

What matters ? Hère I am at Lille. 

My lieart is weary, my peace b gone, 
How gliall I e'er my woes leveal ? 

I bave no casb, I lie in pawn, 
A stranger in tbe town of Lille. 
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To stealing I can never corne, 

To pawn my watch l'm too genteel, 

Besideg, I left my 'watoh at home ; 
How could I pawn it, then, at Lille ? 

" La note," at times the gueets will say, 
I tum aa wlùte as cold boiled veal ; 

I tum and look anotliei way, 
I dare not ask tho bill at Lille. 



I dare not to the landlord say, 

" Good sir, I cannot pay your bill ; " 

He thinks I am a Lord Anglais, 
And is quite proud I stay at Lille. 

He thinks I am a Lord Anglais, 
Like Rothschild oi Sir Robert Peel, 

And so he serves me every day 

The best of méat and drink in Lille. 

Yet when he looks me in the iâoe 
I blush aa red as cochîneal ; 
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And think did he but know mj case, 
How changed he'd be, my host of LOle. 

W.y heart ù weaiy, laj pe&ce îb gone, 
How sliaU I e'er my woea reveal ? 
I bave no money, I lie in pawn, 

A atianger in the town of Lille. 



The son bursta ont in iurious blaze, 
I peiapiiate from head to besl ; 

l'd li&e to bire a one-horse chaise ; 
How can I, without cash, at lille? 

I paaa in sunshine burning hot 
By cafés whete in béer they deal ; 

I think how pleasant were a pot, 
A frothing pot of béer of Lille ! 

What ia yon house with walla ao thlck, 
AU gîrt aroiind with guard and grille ? 

0, gracions goda, it makes me aick, 
It is the prison-house of Lille ! 
13» 



gilizcdl:* Google 



TITUAJtSH 8 CA.BUE» LIIUENSB. 

curséd prison strong and barred, 
It doea my very blood congeal ! 

1 tremble aa I pass the gnatd, 
And quit that ugly part of lille. 

The churoh-door beggar whînea and prays, 

I tum away at hÎB appeal : 
Ab, cburcb-doot beggaf ! go thy ways ! 

You're not the poorest num in lille. 

My heart îs weary, tny peace b gone, 
How ahall I e'er my woes reveal ? 

I bave no money, I lie in pawn, 
A atrai^er in tbe tovn of Uile. 



Say, aball I to yon Flemish chnrch. 
And at a Popiab altar kneel > 

O do not leave me in tbe luich, — 
m cry ye patron-saints of Lille ! 

Ye viigina dressed in satin boops, 
Ye martyrs slain foi moital weal. 
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Look kindly down ! before yon stoops 
The miseTablest maa in Lille. 

And lo ! as I beheld with awe 
A pictuied mut (I swear 'fia leal) 

It smiled, and taraed to grandmamma ! — 
It did ! and I liad hope in Lille I 

'Twas five o'clock, and I could eat, 
Although I could not pay, my meal : 

I haaten back into the street 
Wliete lies my inn, tlie beat in Lille. 

What aee I on my table stand, — 
A letter with a well-known seal ? 

'Tis gTaudmanuna'B ! I know her hand, - 
» To Mi. m. a. Titmareh, Lille." 

I feel a ckoking in my throat, 

I pant and staggei, &int and leel ! 

It is — it is — a ten ponnd note. 
And l'm no more in pawn at Lille ! 
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THE PIMLICO PAVILION. 

Ye pathrona of janios, Mineira, and VaniuB, 
Who ait on Famasaus, that moimtain of anow, 

Deecind from jour atation and make observation 
Of the Piince's pavilion in aweet Pimlico. 

This garden, by jakura, is forty |K>or acres, 

(The gamei he tould me, and sure ougbt to know ;) 

And yet greatly bigger, in sîze and in figure, 
Than the Fhanix itself, seems the Pork Pimlico. 
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O Hie there tJiat tlie spoort îs, when tke Queeii and the 
Court is 

Walking mEtgnaiimioits ail of a tow, 
Forgetful what etate ia among the patatles 

And the pine-apple gardens of eweet Pimlico. 

There in blosHoms odo'rons the hitds eing a chorus, 
Of " God Bave the Queea " aa they hop to and ùo ; 

Asd 7011 sit on the binches and hark to the finches, 
Smging melodious in sweet Pimlico. 

Thete shuiting theii phanthaûes, they plnck polyanthuses 
That round in the gardens resplindently grow, 

Wîd roses and jeasimins, and other sweet specimina, 
Would charm bould Llnnayus in aweet Pimlico. 

You see when you inther, and stand in the cinther, 
Where the roses, and neotums, and collyâowera blow, 

A hill so tremindous, it tops the top-trindowB 
Of the élégant houaes of famed Pimlico. 

And when you've ascinded that précipice splindid, 
You see on its eummit a wondtherful show — 

A lovely Swiah building, ail painting and gilding, 
The iâmous Pavilion of aweet Pimlico. 
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Ptince Albert, of Flandthets, thst Frimce of Commandtlieni, 
(On whom my beat blcBsings heieby I beatow,) 

With goold and vermilion bas decked thst PsTilion, 
Wliere the Queen may take tay in her sweet Pimlico. 

There'g lînes front Jobn Mîlton the chamber ail gîlt on. 
And pictures beneath tbem tbat's shaped like a bow; 

I was greatly astounded to think tbat that Roundliead 
Should fiod an admission to famed Pimlico. 



loTelj's eacb fresco, and most picturesque O, 
And wUle round the chamber astonished I go, 

1 thinï Dan Maclise'e it baits ail the pièces, 

SniTounding the cottage of &med Pimlico. 

Eastlake has the chimney, (a good one to linm he,) 
And a var^ be paints with a sarpent below ; 

While bulls, pîgs, and panthets, and othei enchanthera, 
Is pûnted. hy Landseer in sweet Pimlico. 

And nature smiles opponte, Stanfield he copies it ; 

O'er Claude or Ponssang sure 'lis he that may crow : 
But Sir Rdsb's beat lâiture, is small mini-âture — 

He ahouldn't paînt freecoes in âuned Pimlico. 



gilizcdl:* Google 



THE PIUI,ICO PAVILIOIf. 155 

There'g Leslîe and UwinH haa lather amall doingg ; 

There's Dice, as brave tnasther as England can show ; 
And thé flowers &ad the sthiawbeiries, suie lie no dauberù, 

That pùnted the panels of iamed Fimlico ! 

In the pictures fromWalther Scott, nerer a&ult there'a got, 
Suie the marble's aa natutal as tbrue Scaglio ; 

And the Chamber Pompayen is sweet to take tay in, 
And tut butthei'd muffins in sweet Pimlico. 

There's landacapes by Gruner, both solat and lunni, 
Them two little Doylea, too, desetve a bravo ; 

Wid de pièce byyoung Tonnsend (for janiusabonndsin't;) 
And that's why he's ahuited to paint Pùnlico. 

That picture of Sevem's îs wortby of rever'nce. 
But some I won't mintion is rathei ao so; 

For sweet phîloso'phy, or crumpets and coffee, 
O where's a Pavilion like eweet Pimlico ? 



to praise ûàe Pavilion would puzzle Qiiintilian, 
Daymosthenes, Brongham, or young Cicero ; 

80 heaTBnly Ooddess, d'ye pardon my modeaty, 
And silence my lyre ! about sweet Pimlico. 
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WiiE janial foiie 

Thianefuse me loyre, 
Ye sacied nympths of Pindus, 

The wtioUe I sîng 
That woDdtHrous thmg, 

The Palace made o' Windows ! 

Say, Paxton, tnith, 

Thou woodthious youth, 
What sthroke of art celistdal, 

What power was lîmt 

You to invûit 
ThÏB combineetdon ctislial ? 
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would before 

That Thomas Moore, 
Likewoise the iate Lord Boyron, 

Thim aigles sthrong 

Of godiike song 
Caat oi on that cast oiion ! 

And saw thim walls. 

And glitteiîng halls, 
Thim Tising slendOiei coliunns, 

Which I, poor pote, 

Could not dénote. 
No, not in twinty volliuns. 

My Muse's woids 

la like the hitds 

hat roosts beneath the panea there ; 
Her winga ahe apoils 
'Oainat them hright tilea, 
And cracks her ailly biaina there. 

Thia Palace tall, 

TiÛB Cristial Hall, 
Which Ii^)eTor8 m^ht covet, 

Stands in H^h Park, 

Like Noah'a Ark, 
A rainbow bint above it. 
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The towers and &nes, 
Id othei scaynes, 
The fiime of this will undo, 
Stànt Faul's bîg doom. 
Saint Payther'a Boom, 
' And Dublin's proud Botundo. 

'Tis hère that roanu, 

Ab weîl becomes 
Hei dignitee and stations, 

Victoria Oreat, 

And houlds in atate 
The Coi^;rees of the Nations. 

Her Bnbjects ponn 
Fiom distant shoies, 

Her Injiana and Canajîans ; 
And also we, 
Her kingdoms three, 

Attind wîth our allag^ance. 

Hère corne likewise 

Her bonld allies, 
Both Asian and Europian ; 

From East and West 

They send their beat 
To £11 her Coomncopean. 
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I seen (thank Qrace !) 

ThiB wondthious place 
(Hia Noble Honoui Misther 

H. Cole it waa 

That gave the pass, 
And let me see what is there). 

With coDscious pioide 

I stud ineoide 
And looked the World'a Qreat Pair in, 

Until me a^ht 

Waa dazded qvdte. 
And couldn't gee for staring. 

There's holy Btùnts 

And wîndow peints, 
By Maydîayral Pogm ; 

Alliamborough Jones 

Did pûnt the tones 
Of yellow and gambouge in. 

There'a fountaîna there 

And crosaea iàir ; 
There'a water-godg with urma ; 

Theie'i o^&ns three, 

To play, d'ye see, 
" Qod save the Queen," by tamis. 
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There's Statues bright 

Of marble white, 
Of sUvet, and of copper ; 

And Bome in zinc. 

And Bomo, I thinï, 
That isn't over poper. 

There's staym Ingynee, 

That stands in linea, 
Enoimoua and ama^àng, 

That Bqueal and snort 

Like whales In sport. 
Or éléphants a-gradiig. 

There's carts and gigs, 

And pins foi pîgs ; 
Theie'a dibblers and there's harrows, 

And ploughs like toya 

For little boya, 
And élégant vlieel-barrows. 

For them genteela 

Who ride on wheels, 
There's plenty to indulge 'em ; 

There's Droskys snug 

From Paytersbug, 
And Tayhecles from Bulgium. 
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There'B Cabs on Stands 

And Sliandthry daims ; 
There's Waggona from New York hère ; 

Ttere's Lapland Sleighs 

Hâve cioased the saya. 
And Januting CyaiB &om Cork liere. 

Amazed I pass 

Fiom glaaa to glass, 
Delotghted I survey 'em ; 

Fresk wondthers grows 

Befoie me nose 
In this sublime Musayum ! 

Look, here's a iàn 

From fiir Japan, 
Â sabre from Damasco ; 

Theie's skawls yc get 

From fàr Thibet, 
And cottoQ piints from Glasgow. 

There's Oerman flûtes, 

Maiocky boots, 
And Naples Macaronies; 

Bohaymia 

Has sent Bohay 
Polonia ker polonies. 



U* 
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Theie's gramte û'mta 

TbEit'B quite îmminse, 
There's sacks of coals and fuels, 

There's Bwords and gtma. 

And soap ia tiius, 
And Oinger-bread and Jewels. 

There'a taypota there. 

And cannons lare ; 
Theie's coffins filled wiih roses ; 

Theie's canvas tints, 

Teeth inathrumiutg. 
And shaîta of clotlies, by Mosss. 

Theie's lashinB moie 

Of tbings in stoïc. 
Bat thim I don't remimbei; 

Nor conld disclose 

Did I compose 
From May tùne to Novimber ! 

Ab Jt7bt thttt ! 

Witb eyes so blue, 
Tbat you were bere to view it ! 

And could I Bcrew 

But tu pound tu, 
'TÎ9 I would thrait you to ît ! 
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So let ua raîse 

VictoTÎa's praise. 
And Albert's proud condition, 

Tbat takes his ayse 

Ab lie BurveyB 
This Cristial Exhibition. 



UOLONY'3 LAUENT. 

O TiK, did jrou hear of thim Saxons, 

And read what the peepeis lepoort ? 
They're goan to recal tlie Liftinant, 

And ehut up the Castle and Coort ! 
Our desolate connthry of Oixeland, 

They're hint, the bUgfatds, to deathroy, 
And now, Having murdthercd our coimthry, 

They're goin to kill the Viceroy, 
Dear boy ; 

'Twas he was our proide and our joy ! 

And nill we no longer behould him, 
SuTTOundîng his carriage in thiongB, 

As he veavea his eocked hat from the windicB, 
And smiles to his bould aid-de-congs ? 
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I libed fbr to eee the yoong haioes. 

Ail Bhoining wîth sthripes and witli atars, 

A horaing abont in tiie Phaynix, 
And winking the gitls in tlie cyais, 

Like Mais, 
A smokin' theîr poipes and cigyarB. 

Dear Mitchell, exoîled to Beimudies, 

Youi beautiful oilida you'll ope, 
And theie'U be an abondance of croyin 

From O'Biine at the Eeep of Good Hope, 
When they read of this news in the peepers, 

Aciass the Atlaatical wave, 
That the last of the OitÎBh Liftinints 

Of the oisland of Seents bas tuck lare. 
Ood saye 

The Qoeen — ehe should betthet behave. 

And what'B to become of poor Dame Sthreet, 
And who'll ait the pufis and the tarfs, 

Whin the Coort of impariai splindot 
From Doblîn's sad city départe ? 

And vho'll bave the fiddlets and pipera, 
When the deuce of a Coort there n 
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And where'll be the bucks and the ladies, 
To bire the Cooit-Bbuïts and tbe tbiaîns ? 

In BtbiaiDH 
It'g thuB tbat Duld Ktin complains ! 

Titere'a Counaellor Flanagan's leedy, 

'Twas ahe in tbe Coort didn't &ul, 
And she wanted a plinty gf popplin, 

FoT her dthxess, and her doimce, and ber taîl ; 
She bought it of Misthress O'Grady, 

Eigbt sbillinga a yard tabinet. 
But now that the Coort is concluded, 

The diwle a yaid will she get ; 
Ibet, 

Bedad, that she wears tbe old aet. 

Tbere's Surgeon O'Toole and Miss Leaiy, 

Tbey'd daylings at Madam O'Rîggs' ; 
Eocb year at ihe dtbrawing-room sayaon, 

Tbey mounted the neateat of wigs. 
Wben Spring, with its buds and its dasies, 

Comea out in ber beauty aad bloom, 
Thim tu'U never think of new jasiea, 

Because there is no dthtawing-roora, 
For whom 

Tbey'd cbooae the expenae to aahume. 
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There'a ALderman Toad and bis l^y, 

'Twas they gave the Clatt and the Poort, 
And the poine-appleB, turbots, and lobaters, 

To feaat the Lord Lîftimnt'a Coort. 
But now tiiat the quality's goin, 

I -warnt that the aiting will stop. 
And you'U get at the Alderman'a teeble 

The devil a bite ot a dthrop, 
Or chop, 

And the butcher maj shnt up his shop. 

Yes, the grooms and the ushers are goin. 

And bia Lordfihip, tbe dear faonest th ot. 
And the Dnchess, bis eemiable leedy. 

And Corry, tbe bould Connellan, 
And little Lord Hyde and tbe cbildtbien. 

And the Cbewter and Govemeaa tu ; 
And tbe aervante are paoking their boxes, — 

O, murtbei, but what ahall I due 
Without you ? 

O Meery, with oi's of the bine ! 
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ME. MOLONT'S ACCOUNT OF THE BALL 



O wiLL ye ehoose to hear the news, 

Bedad, I camiot pasa it o'er: 
l'Il tell you ail about the BaU 

To the Naypaulase Ambassadoi. 
Begor! this iîête ail balls does bâte, 

At which I wom a pump, and I 
Must heie relate the splendthot great 

Of th' One&tal Company. 

Theae men of sinsD dispoised expinse, 

To fête thèse black Acbilleses. 
"We'll show the blacka," aaya they, "Almack'a, 

And take the rooms at Wtllia's." 
With âags and shawla, for theae Nepauls, 

They hnng the rooms of Willis up, 
And decked the walls, and staùs, and halls, 

With roses and with lilies up. 
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And Jullien'a band it tuck its stand, 

So sweetly in thé middle there. 
And soft bttsaoons played heavenly chuaes, 

And violins did fiddle there. 
And when tlie Cooit was tîred of spoort, 

l'a. lave yoa, boys, to tbink tbere was 
A nate buffet before them set, 

Wheie lasbins of good dhrink there waa ! 

At ten before tbe ball-room door, 

lEs moigbty Exoelléncy was, 
He smoiled and bowed to ail the crowd, 

80 gorgeous and immense be was. 
His dosky ehuit, gublime and mute, 

Into the door-way followed bim ; 
And O the noise of tbe blackgnard boya. 

As they hurrood and bollowed him ! 

The noble Cbaji * stud at tbe stair. 

And bade tbe dthrums to thump ; and be 

Did tbus ennce to that Black Prince 
The welcome of ' his Company. 

• JsmeB MathesoD, Egq., to whom, and the Bmrd of IXietttia of 
the Pemnaulai uid Oiieuttd Compin;, I, Timotheas Malonj, Ute 
itoltor on board the Ibetia, the lady Mary Wood, th» Tagiw, md the 
Oriental elesmBhipB, hiunblj dedicale Ihia pioduction of my graleful 
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fidr tàe girls, and ricli the cnrla. 

And bright the oje, you aaw there, was ; 

And fixed each oye, ye there could spoi, 
On Gineral Jung Bahawther was ! 

This Gineral great then tuck hia sate, 

With ail the other ginerals, 
(Bedad, hia troat, hia belt, his coat. 

Ail bleezed with precioua nùnerala ;] 
And aa he there, with princely air, 

Recloinin on hia cuahion waa, 
AU round about hia royal chair, 

The squeezin and the pushin was. 

Fat, auch girls, auch Jukes, and Earla, 

Such foshion and nobilitee ! 
Jost think of Tim, aad faney him 

Amidst tfae hoigh gentility ! 
There was Lord De L'Huya, and the Fortygeese 

Miniather and hia lady there, 
And I reckonized, with much surpriae, 

Our messmate. Bob O'Grady, there; 

There waa Baronesa Branow, that looked Ijke Juno, 
And Baroneas Rehausen there. 
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And Conntesa Roullier, that looked pecalîar 
Well, in her robes of gauze in there. 

Theie was Lord Ciowliurst (I knew him fixât, 
When only Mr. Pipa he was). 

And Mick O'Toole, the gieat big fool, 
That after supper tipsy waa. 

There was Loid Fingall and his ladiea ail. 

And Lords Eîlleen and Bufiérin, 
And Paddy Fife, with his iât wife ; 

I wondther how lie could staff her in. 
There was Lord Sel&st, that by me past. 

And seemed to aak how should I go there ? 
And the Widow Macrae, and Lord A. Hay, 

And the Marchioness of Sligo there. 

Yes, Jnkes, and Earls, and diamonds, and pearls. 

And pretty girls, was spoorting there ; 
And some besîde (the rognes !) I spied, 

Behiud the windies, coorting there. 
O, there 's one I know, hedad, wonid show 

As beautiful as any there, 
And l'd like to hear the pipers blow. 

And shake a fut with Fanny there ! 
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THE BATTLE OF LIM£RIC£. 

Yx Genii of ûie nation, 

Who look with vénération, 
And Ireland's deaolatjoii onsaysingly déplore, 

Ye sons of General Jackson, 

Who thnunple on the Saxon, 
Attend to the tliransaction upon Shannon ahore. 

When William, Duke' of Schumhug, 

A tyrant and a hombug, 
With cannon and with thuadet on oui eity bore, 

Our fortitude and Talliance 

IuBtlinicted his battaKona 
To rispict the galliaut Itish upon Shannon ahore. 

Since that capitulation. 

No citj in tiÔB nation 
80 grand a réputation could boast before. 

As limerick prodigioua, 

That stands with quaya and brit^s. 
And the ships np to the wîndiea of the Shaimou shore. 



gilizcdl:* Google 



[72 TUS SATTLE OF LIMEBICK. 

A chief of ancieat line, 

'Tis William Smith O'Brine, 
Reprisinta thia datling Limerick ûm ten years or moie ; 

O tfae Saxons can't enduie 

To see him on the fluie. 
And tbrimble at the Ciceto from Shannon shore ! 

Ttûs valiant son of Mais 
Had been to viait Far's, 
That land of Révolution, tltat grows t^ tricolor ; 
And.to welcome hia retom 

From plgtimagea furren, 
We invited him to tay on the Shannon shore. 

Then we summoued to our boaid 

Yoimg Meagher of the sword ; 
"Tis he will aheathe that battle-aie in Saxon gore ; 

And Mitchil of Bel&at, 

We bade to oui repast, 
To dthiînk a diah of coffee on the Shannon ahore. 

Convaniently to honld 

Theae patriote bo bould, 
We tuck the oppoitunity of Tim Doolan'g store ; 

And witli omamints and hanneta 

(Aa becomes gintale good mannera) 
We made the lovelieat tay-toom upon Shannon shore. 



THE BATTLE OF 

'Twould binifit your sowls 

To see the butthered lowls, 
The sngar-tongs and Eangwidges and craim galyore. 

And the maffias and the crumpets. 

And the band of haipa and thrumpets, 
To celebiate the Bwoiry upon Shannon ahore. 

Sure the Imperor of Bohay 

Would he proTid to dthrink the tay 
That MisthresB Biddy Rooney for O'Brine did pour; 

And, since the days of Strongbow, 

Theie never vaa such Congo — 
Mitchil dthiank six quarts of it — by Shannon shore. 

But Clamdon and Coiry 

Connellan beheld thia aworry 
With tage and imulatîon in theii blactc heaita' cors ; 

And they hired a gang of ruffins 

To înteixupt the muffina. 
And the iragrance of the Congo on the Shannon shore. 

When full of tay and cake, 

O'Brine hegan to spake, 
But juice a one could hear him, for a suddeu roar 

Of a ragamuffin lout 

Began to yell and shout. 
And fidghten the propriety of Shannon shore. 
15* 

D, .'.JL, Google 



174 THE BA.TTLE OF LIHERICE. 

As Smith O'Brine hatangaed, 
Thejr batthered and they banged ; 

Tim Doolan's doora and windies dovni they tore ; 
They smashed the lorely windies, 
(Hung with muslin from ihe Indies), 

Fursbuing of tlieir shindies upon Shannon ehore. 

With throwing of brickbata, 

Drowned puppies and dead rats, 
Theee raffin dcmocrata themselvea did lower; 

Tin kettles, lotten eggs, 

Cabbage-stalks and wooden legs, 
They âimg among the patriots of Shannon shore. 

O, the giris began to scrame, 

Ând npset the milk and ciame ; 
And the honourable gîntlemin they cursed and swoie : 

And Mitchil of Belfast, 

'Twas he that looked aghast, 
When fhey roasted him in effîgy by Shannon shoie. 

O the lovely tay was splt 

On that day of Itehmd's guilt ; 
Says Jack Mitchil, " I am kilt ! Boys, where's the back door ? 

'Tis a national disgrâce ; 

Let me go and veil me face ; '.' 
And he boulted with quick pace Ironi the Shannon shore. 



THE BAIILE OF 

" Cut dowa the bloody borde ! " 

Says Meagter of the aword, 
" This conduct would disgrâce any blackamooT ; " 

But millions were arntyed, 

So he shaythed hia battle blade, 
Rethiaytiag imdismayed trom the Shaunon shore. 

Immoital Smith O'Eniie 

Was laging lîke a Une ; 
'Twould hâve done your sowl good to hâve heacd him roai ; 

In hîg glory he atose, 

And he lushed upon his foes, 
But they hit him on the nose by the Shannon shoie. 

Then the Futt and the Dtbragoons 

In squadthrona and platoons, 
With tlieb music playing chunes, down upon us bore ; 

And they bâte the rattatoo, 

And the Peelers came în view, 
And ended the shaloo on the Shannon shore. 



gilizcdl:* Google 



THE BALLADS OF POUCEMAN X. 



THE WOLFE SEW BAILAD OF JANE HONET AND 
MABY BROWN. 

An îgHtrawnary ttdl I vill tell you thia veelc^ 
I etood in the Court of A'Beckett the Beok, 
Vere Mrs. Jane Hoaey, a vidow, I see, 
Who chai^çed Mary Brown with a robbin of she, 

This Mary was pote and in mîseiy once. 

And slie came to Mis. Roney it'a more than twelye monce. 

She adn't got no bed, nor no dinner, nor no tea. 

And kînd Mra. Roney gave Mary ail tbree. 
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SIts. Roney kep Mary for ever so inanj veeks, 
(Her conduct âisgosted tlie best of ail Beax,) 
She kep her for notbink, as kînd as could be, 
Never thinking that thîs Mary was a tndtoT ta alie. 

" Mrs. Roney, O Mrs. Roney, I feel very Ql ; 
Wîll you jest step to the Doctor's for ta fetct me a pUl ? " 
" That I will, my pore Mary," Mrs. Roney says she ; 
And she goes off to the Doctor'a as quickly as may he. 

No Booner on this message Mrs. Roney was sped, 
Than hup gits vicked Mary, and jumps ont a bed ; 
She hopens ail the trunks without never a key — 
She bustes ail the boxes, and -vîtb them makee free. 

Mrs. Roney's best liiinmg gownds, petticoats, and close, 
Her cbildien'B litUe coata and things, her boots and her 

She packed them, and she stole 'em, and avay vith them 

did flee. 
Mrs. Roney's ûtuation — you may think Tat it vould be ! 

Of Maiy, ungiate&I, who bad served her thia vay, 
Mrs. Roney heatd nothink for a long yeai and a day, 
Till last Thursday, in Lambeth, -ven whom should she see ? 
But this Mary, as had acted so nngratefal to she. 
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She was leaniiig on the hejbo of a woiihy young man j 
Tliey were going to be married, and weie wolkm hand 

And the Church bells was a lingîng foi Mary and he, 
Anil the paieon wtu leady, and a vtùtin foi his fee. 

When up cornes Mis. Roney, and faces Maiy Biown, 
Who tiemblea, aad castes hei eyes apon the groond. 
She calls a joUy pleaseraan, it happens to be me ; 
I chaige tbis young woman, Mi. Plcaseman, says she. 

Mrs. Roney, o, Mrs. Boney, o, do let me go, 
I acted most nngiateful I own, and I know. 
But the mamage bell ia a ringin, and the ring you may 

And tbis yoong man is a waitin, says Maiy, says she. 

I don't cate tbiee faidena for the paison and clark, 
And Uie bell may keep ringin &om nooa day to daik. 
Maiy Biown, Maiy Brown, you muât corne along with me, 
And I think thia young man is lucky to be free. 

So, in epîte of the teara which bejewed Mary's cbeek, 
I took that young gurl to A'Beckett the Beak ; 
Tbat exlent justice demanded her plea — 
But nevei a sullable said Maiy sud sbe. 
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Oa account of ter conducb bo base and so vile, 
That wîcked young ^uil is committed for tiilo. 
And if flhe's transpawted beyond the sait sea, 
It'a a pToper reward for such willians aa she. 

Now, you yonng gurU of Souihwark for Mary who 

From pickin and stealin your anda you muât kcep, 
Or it may be my dooty, as it was Thuisday veek, 
To pull you ail hup to A'Beckett the fieak. 



THE THBEE CHBI8TUAS WAITS. 

Ht name is Pleaceman X ; 

Last night I was iu bed, 
A dream did me perplex, 

Whicb came ïnto my Edd. 
I dreamed I sor thtee Waits 

A playing of their tune, 
At Pimlico Palace gâtes. 

Ail undemeath tke moon. 
One puffed a bold French hom. 

And one and old Banjo, 
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And one chap, seedy and tom, 

Â Hiiish pipe did blow. 
They sadlj pîped and played, 

Dexcribing of tlieir fatea ; 
And tiÛB waa what they Baid, 

Thoee three pore Christmas Waits : — 

" Wlien tMs black year began, 

This Eighteen-forty-eight, 
I was a great, great man. 

And king botb vise and great. 
And Munseei Guizot by me did show 

As MînÎBteT of State. 

" But Febuwerry came, 

And brought a labble rout. 
And me and mj good dame 

And children did tum ont, 
And ua, in spite of ail out right, 

Sent to the rigbt about. 

" I left my native groimd, 

I left my kin and kitb, 
I left my loyal crownd, 

Vich I couldn't travel vith, 
Aad nithout a pound came to English ground, 

In the name of Mr. Smith. 
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" Like any anchorite 

l've lived Bince I came tête, 
l've kep myflelf quite quite, 

l'Te drank the Bmall small béer, 
And the rater, y ou see, disagreea vith me, 

And ail my fiimly deai. 

" O, TweelerieB so dear, 

O, darling PaUy Royl, 
Vas it to finisl» hete 

That I did trouble and toyl ? 
That ail my plans should break in my aads. 

And sliould on me lecoil ? 

" My etate I fenced abont 

Vith bayniets and with guns ;- 
My gais I portioned bout, 

Ricb vives I got my sons ; 
O, vam't it ciule to lose my rule, 

My money and lands at once i 

" And 80, vith aip and woice, 

Both troubled aad ahagteeaed, 
I bid you to rejoice, 

glorious England's Queend ! 
And never hâve to veep, like pore Louia-Phileep, 

Because you out are cleaned. 
16 
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" O, Prins, so brave and atout, 

I stand before yont gâte ; 
Fray send a tiifie hout 

To me, your pore old V^t ; 
For nothink could be tius ttian it's been aloi 

In thia year Forty-eigbt." 

"Ven âàa had year began," 

The nex man aaid, Baysee, 
" I Taa a Joutneyman, 

A taylor blacb and iree. 
And my wife went ont and chatred about. 

And my name'B the bold Cuffee. 

" Tlie Queen and Halbert botb, 

I swore 1 woiild confouad, 
I took a hawfle faoatb 

To drag tbem to the ground ; 
And sevrai more with me they swore 

AgEÙnst the Britîsb Crownd. 

" Aginst her Pleacemen ail, 

We said we'd try our strenth ; 
Her ecarlick eoldiers tall, 

We vowed we'd lay full lenth ; 
And ont tve camo, in Freedora'e name, 

Laat Aypril was the tentb. 
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" Thiee 'imdred thousand anobs 

Came out to stop the Tay, 
Vith sticks vith îion knobs, 

Or else we'd gained the day. 
The haimy quite kept out of sight, 

And 80 TO vent avay. 

" Nest day the Pleacemen came — 
Eewenge it was their plann — 

And from my good old dame 
They took her tailor-mann : 

And tlie hard, hard beak did me bespeak 
To Newgit in tbe Wann. 

" In tbat ettocions Cort 

The Jewry did agtee ; 
The Judge did me transport, 

To go beyond the sea ; 
And Eo for life, from his dear wife 

They took poor old Cuffee. 

" Halbert, Appy Prince ! 

With children round your knees, 
Ingiaying ansum Frints, 

And takiag hofT your beose ; 
tbink of me, the old Cuffee, 

Seyond the soit, soit aeaa ! 
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" Although l'm hold and black, 
Hy hanguish ia moat great ; 

Great Prince, O call me back 
And I yill be your Vùt ! 

And never ao more rill break tbe Lor, 
As I did in 'Forty-eight," 

The tailer tbus did cloae 

(A pore old blackymore rogoe), 

When a dismal gent uprose. 
And spoke with Hiriah brogoe : 

"l'm Smith O'Brine, of Royal Line, 
Descended ûùm Boiy Ogue. 

"WLen great O'Connle died, 
That man whom ail did trust, 

That man wbom Hei^Ush pride 
Bebeld with such dîagust, 

Tken Erin liée fixed eyes on me, 
And Hwoar I ebould be fiist. 

" ' The gloriona Hirish Crown,' 
Saya she, ' it shall be thîne ; 

Long Urne, it's wery weli known, 
You kep it în your Une ; 

That diadem of hemerald gem 
Ib yours, my Smith O'Brine. 
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" ' Too long tte Saxon churl 
Oui laud cncuinbered hath ; 

Ariae, my Prince, my Earl, 

And bruat them from thy path ; 

Rise, mighty Smith, and sveep 'em vith 
The besom of your wiath,' 

" Then in my might I rose, 

My country I surveyed, 
I saw it âlled with foes, 

I viewed them undismayed ; 
Ha, ha ! saya I, the harvest's hîgh, 

l'U reap it with my hlade. 



" My waiiîois I enrolled, 

They raliied round thett loid ; 

And cheafs in counctl old 
I summoned to the board — 

Wise Doheny and Duffy bold, 
And Meagher of tbe Sword. 

" I etood on Slievenamaun, 

They came with pikes and bills ; 

They gatheied in the dawn, 
Like mist upon tho hills. 

And luahed adovim the mountain aide 
Like twenty thousand rilla. 
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" Theii fortreas we sssail ; 

HiUTOO ! my boya, hurtoo ! 
The bloody Saxons quail 

To hear the wild shaloo ; 
Stiike, and preTail, proud Iimestai], 

O'Biine, aboo, aboo ! 

" OuT people they defied ; 

They sliot at 'em like savages, 
Ttieit bloody guns they plied 

With sangoinary ravages ; 
Hide, blushing Qlory, hide 

That day among the cabbages ! 

"And so no more l'il say. 
But ask your Mussy great, 

And.humbly sing and pray, 
Your Majesty's poor "Wtut : 

Yom Smith O'Brine in 'Forty-nine 
"Will blush for 'Forty-eîght." 
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« (BLDB). 



I PACED upon my beat 

With steady step and slow, 

AU tappandowiid of Ranelagli Street ; 
Ran'lagli St. Fimlico. 

While marctÙDg liuppandownd 

Upcn that fair May mom, 
Beold the boomlng canniiigs Bound, 

A Toyol child U bom ! 

The MitÙBtera of State 

Then presniy I soi, 
Tliey gallopa to the Pallis gâte. 

In carridges and for. 

• Tho birth gf Prince Aithur. 
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Wlth anxioiu looks intent, 
Before the gâte they stop, 
There cornes the good Lord Prerâdent, 

And there the Archbishopp. 

Lord John he next elights ; 

And who cornes Iiere in hastc ? 
'Tis the eio of one undeid fighta, 

The caudle foi to taste. 



Then Mrs. Lili^t the nuss, 

Towatds them steps with joy ; 

Says the brave old Duke, " Come tell ti 
Isit agal or a boy?" 

Says Mrs. L. to the Dnke, 
" YouT Grâce, it is a Prince." 

And at that nuss's bold rebuke, 
He did both. laugh and wince. 

He rews with pleasant look 

This pooty flower of May, 
Then says the wenerable Duke, 

" Egad, its my buthday." 
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Bf memory backatds borne, 
PerapB Me tlioughts did stray 

To that old place where he was born, 
Upon aie fitst of May. 

Peraps he did recal 

The ancient towers of Trim ; 
And County Meath and Dangan Hall 

They did tewisit him. 

I phansy of him so 

His good old thoughts employis' ; 

Fonrecore yeara and one ago 
Beside the flowin' Boyne. 

His &ther praps he sees, 

MoBt musîcle of Lords, 
A playing maddiigles and glees 

Upon the Arpsîcords. 

Jest phansy this old Ero 

Upon his mother's hnee ! 
Did erer lady in this land 

Atc greater sons thaa she ? 
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And I shoada be Boiprise 

While tlûs was in his nûnd. 
If a drop there twmkled in his eyes 

Of nnfamiliflr brind- 

To Hapsly Ouse next day 
Drives up a Broosh and ibr, 

A giacious prince site in that Sliay 
(I mentioD him with Hor !) 

They ring npon the bell, 
The Porter sliowa his Ed, 

(He fought at Vateiloo as Tell, 
And vears a Veskit red.) 

To Bee that carnage eome 
The people round ît press : 

" And is the gallîant Duke at ome ? " 
"Your Royal Ighness, yes." 

He stepps from out the Brooeh 

And in the gâte is gone. 
And X, althongh the people puah, 

Says wery kind " Move hou." 
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The Ro^al Prince uato 

The galliant Duke did say, 

"Dear Duke, my little son and you 
,Was bom the self same day. 

" The lady of the land, 
Mj wife and Sovring dear, 

It is by her horgust coramand 
I vitàt upon you hère. 

"That ladyâas well 

Ab can expecïed be ; 
And to youi Grâce ahe bid me tell 

Thù gracions message &ee. 

" That ofiapring of our race, 
Whom yestetday you aee, 

To show our bonor for your Orace, 
Prince Arthur he ehall be. 



" That name it rhymes to lame ; 

AU Europe knows the sound ; 
And I couldn't find a better name 

If you'd giïe me twenty pound. 



gilizcdl:* Google 



LIKES OS Jl LJlIE HOSFICIODS EITENT. 

" King Arthur had hù knighta 

That girt his table round. 
But you hâve won a himdred fighta, 

Will match 'em i'U be bound. 



" You fouglit with Bonypart, 
Aud lîkewîse Tippoo Salb ; 

I name you then with ail my heart 
The Godsire of thia babe." 



That Prince hîs leave wag took, 
His hinterview was doue. 

Sa let UB give the good old Duke 
Good luck of his god-son, 

And wish htm yeus of joy 
In this our time of Schism, 

And hope he'll heor tbe royal boy 
His little catechism. 



And my pooty little Prince 
Tbat'a corne oui arts to cteer, 

Let me my loyal powers ewince 
A welcomin of you ère. 
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And the Poit-Laureat's crownd, 

I think, în some respex, 
£gatremely ehootable might be fousd 

For honest Fleasemau X. 



THE BALLAD OF ELIZA DAVIS. 

Oalliami gents and lovely ladies, 

List a tell vich. late befel, 
Vich I heard ît, beîn on duty, 

At the Pleace Hoffice, Cleikenwell. 



Props you know tfae Fondling Chapel, 
Veie tbe Uttle childien sings : 

(Lor ! I likes to hear on Sundies 
Them there pooty, little things ! ) 

In this stieet tbere lived a bousemaid. 
If you particklarly ask me wbere — 

Vy, it vas at four and trenty, 

Guilford Street, by Brunarick Square. 
17 M 
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Vieil hei name was Eliza Davis, 
And she went to fetctt the béer : 

Ir the street ihe met a party 

Aa was quite surprized to see her. 

Vich he vas a Srîtish Saîlor, 
For to jndge hîm by bis look : 

Tarry jacket, canraâ teowaiefl, 
Ha-la Mr. T. P. Cooke. 



Preaeotly this Sfaim accostes 
Of tbis binnocent y ou&g gai — 

Ptay, sayeee, Excuse my freedom, 
You'ie so like my Sister Sal ! 

You'te 90 like my Sister Sally, 
Botb ia yalk and focs and size ; 

Miss, tbat — daog my old lee acuppeis, 
It briags teacs into my heyes ! 

l'm a mate on board a wessel, 
l'm a aailor bold and true ; 

Shiver up my poor old timbers, 
Let be a mate foT yon ! 
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THE B ALLAS 07 BLIZA I1A.TIS. 

Whafs your name, my beauty, tell me? 

And ehe tamtly hanseis, " Lote, 
Sir, my name's Eliza Davia, 

And I live at tventy-fonr." 

Hofltimeg came thia Britisli seaman, 

This deluded gai to meet : 
And at tventy-foui waa irelcome, 

Tventy-fouF in Guïlford Stteet. 

And E3iza told faer Mast«r, 
(Kinder they ihan Misauses are), 

How in manidge he had aat her, 
Like a galliaut Brittiali Tar. 

And he brought his landlady Tith him, 
(Victt vas ail hia hartful plan). 

And ahe told how Charley TKompson 
Reely ras a good young man. 

And how she lietself had lived in 
Many years of union awcet, 

Vith a gent she met promiakous, 
Valkin in the public atieet. 
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And Elîza listeued to them, 

And sfae thought tliat Booa tbeii bands 
Vould be publiabed at tbe Fondlin, 

Hand tbe clergyman jîne theii ands. 

And he ost about tbe lodgeis, 
(Vich her master let some rooms), 

Likerise vere they kep tbeir tbîngs, and 
Vere ter master kep bis spoons, 

Hand this vicked Charley Thompson 
Came on Sundy veek to see her, 

And he sent Eliza Davia 

Hout to vetch a pint of béer. 

Hand while poie Elîza vent to 
Fetch the béer, dewoîd of sîn, 

Thîs etrocious Charley Thompson 
Let his wile accomplish hin. 

To the lodgers, their apartments, 

This abandingd female goes, 
Ptigs their shirts and umberellas : 

Piîgs thcii bootg, and hâta, and clothes. 



XHE BAIXAD OP EI.IZA DAVIS. 

YOe ÙXB Bcoundrle Charley Thompson, 
I/est hia victùn should escape, 

Hocust her vith rum and rater, 
Like a fiend in huming shape. 

But a M was fixt upon 'em 
Vich theae raskles little sore ; 

Namely, Mr. Hide the landlord, 
Of the house at tventy-four. 

He vas valkin in his garden, 

Just afore he vent to sup ; 
And on looking up he sor the 

Lodger's vinders lighted hup. 

Hup the stairs the landlord tumfaled ; 

Something's going wrong, he eaid ; 
And he caught the vicked Toman 

Undemeath the lodger's bed. 

And he called a brother Pleaseman, 
Vich vas paseing on his beat, 

Like a true and galliant feller, 

Hup and down in Guildford Street. 
17» 
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THE BALL&I) OF ELIZA DA.TIS. 

And that Pleaseman able-bodied 
Took tlûs Toman to ihe cell ; 

To the cell vere she was qnodded. 
In the Close of deikenwell. 

And tbough TÎcked Cbailey Thompson 
Boulted like a mîscrant base, 

Freaently another Pleaseman 
Took him to the self-same place. 

And this precious pair of rasklee 
Tuesday last came up for doom ; 

By tiie beak they was committed, 
Vich bis name was Mt, Combe, 

Has for pooi Eliza Daris, 
Simple gutl of tventy-four, 

She, 1 ope, vill nevet listen 
In the stieets to sailors moar. 

But if she must ave a sweet-ait, 
(Vich moBt every gurl expex,) 

Let her take a joUy pleaseman, 
Vich is name peraps is — X. 
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DAUAGE9, TWO HUNDRED P0UND3. 
Spécial Jurymen of England! who admire yourcountry'B 

And proclaim a BritÎBli Jury worthy of tiie realm'a ap- 

plause ; 
Gayly compliment each othet at the issue of a cauae 
Which was tried at Guildford 'sizes, this day week as ever 



Uato that au^st tcibonal cornes a gentleman in grie^ 
(Spécial was the Britiah Jury, and the Judge, tlie Baron 

CMef,) 
Cornes a British man and huaband — asking of the law 

relief, 
Fot liia wifé was atolen from him — he'd hâve vei^eance 

on the tUef. 

Yea, Ua wiié, the bleased treaauie with the which hia life 

vas downed, 
Wickedly waa raviahed from him by a hypocrite pro- 

foimd; 
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And he cornes befote twelve Britons, men for senss and 

truth lenowned, 
To awatd him for hia damage twenty hundred sterling 

poond. 

He hj coimsel and attorney there at QuUdford does 

appear, 
Asking damage of the villmn wlio seduced hia lady 

dear; 
But I can't help asking, tliongh the ]ady's guilt was ail 

too clear. 
And though guilty the défendant, wasa't the plaintiff 

ra&er queer ? 

First the lady's mother apoke, and aaid she'd seen her 

daughter cry 
But a fortuight after marriage : early times for pipiug eye. 
Six months aiter, thî^^s were worse, and the piping eye 

was black. 
And thÏB gallant Brîtish husband caued hia wifcc upoD the 

Three months aiter they were married, husband pushed 

her to the door, 
Told her to be off and leave him, for he wanted her no 
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As ehe would not go, why, he went ; ihrice he left his lady 

Leit bel, too, witiiout a. penny, for mote tlian a quarter of 
a year. 

Mra. Frances Duncau knew the parties very well inde«d; 
Slie had seen him pull liis lady'a nose, and make her lip 

to bleed ; 
If he chanced ta ait at home, not a single woid he said ; 
Once she saw him throw the cover of a diah at hia lady'a 

Sarah Oreen, another vitnesa, clear did to the Jury note 
How she 8aw this honest fellow aeize his lady by tha 

thioat, 
How he cursed her and abiued her, beating her into 

a fit, 
Till the pitying next-door neighbors croased the walI and 

witneBsed it. 

Ne\t door to this injured Briton Mr. Owera, a butcber, 
Mrs, Owers's fooliah beart towatda thia ening dame did 

(Not that she had erred as yct, crime was not developed 

in her) 
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But being left without a penny, Mrs. Owers supplied her 

God be meroiful to Mrs. Owcra, who waa merciful to thU 
Biimer! 

Caroline Naylor was their servant, sud thej led a wietched 

Saw this moat diatiiiguiHhed Briton fling a teacup at his 

He weat ont to balls and pleasures, and never once, in 

tea months' space, 
Sat with liis wife, or spoke her kindly. This was the 

defendant's case. 

Pollock, C. B., charged the Jury; said the woman's guilt 

was clear; 
That was not the point, howerer, which the Jury came to 

But the dama^ to detennine, which, as it should true 

appear, 
This most tender-hearted husband, who so used his lady 

deat, 

Seat her, kicked her, caned her, cursed her, left her starv- 

ing year by year, 
Flung her &om him, parted from her, wrung her neck, 

and boxed her ear. 
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What the reaaonable damage thia affiicted man could 
By the loss of the affections of this gtùlty, graceleas dame ? 
Théo the honest British Twelve, to each other tuming 

Laid theii clever heads together, with a wisdom most 

piofound ; 
And towardg his Loidship looking, spoke the foreman 

wise and eound ; 
« My Lord, we find for thia hère plaintiff damages two 

hundted pound." 

So, God bleas the Spécial Jury ! pride and joy of English 

ground. 
And the happy land of England, where true justice does 

abound! 
British Jorymen and husbanda, let us Lail this verdict 

proper; 
If a British wife offends you, Britons, you'Te a right to 

whop her. 

Though you promiaed to protect her, thongh you prom- 

ised to défend her, 
You are weleome to neglect her ; to the devil you luay 

send her : 
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You may stiike her, cutse, abuse her ; bo déclares our law 

renowned ; 
And if aftet thia you lose her — yrhy, you're paid two 

hondred pound. 



THE KNIGHT AND THE LADY. 

Thebe's in the Vest a cîty pleasont, 
To TÎch Kin g £ladud gev bis name, 

And in that city tbere'a a Crescent, 
Vere dwelt a noble knigbt of faute. 

Although that galliant knigbt is oldisb, 
Althougb Sir John as gray, giay aii, 

Hage bas not made bis busom coldisb, 
His Art etiU beats tewodds the Faîr ! 

Twas two yearB sins, this knigbt so splendid, 
Feraps fateagued with Bath's routines, 

To paris towue bis pbootsteps bended 
In sutch of gayer folks and seans. 

HÎ8 and waa free, bia means was easy, 
A nobler, fînei gent tbaa be 
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Ne'er dtove &bout the Shona-Eleesy, 
Or paced the £00 de Bivolee. 

A brougham and pair Sir John prowïded, 

In which abroad he loved to ride ; 
But at ! he most of ail enjyed it, 

When Bome one helse was Bittin' inside ! 

That " Bome one helae " a lovely dame was, 
Dear ladies, you will heasy tell — 

Countess Giabrowski her aweet name was, 
A noble tttle, ard to spell. 

This &ymous counteas ad a daagkter 

Of lovely form aad tender art ; 
A nobleman in manîdge Bought her, 

By name the Baron of Saint Bart. 

Their pashn touched the noble Sir John, 

It was BO pewer and profound ; 
Lady Orabiowski he dîd urge on, 

With Hyming's wreeth their loTes to ctownd. 

" O, come to Bsth, to Lansdowne Crescent,'' 
SayB kind Sir John, " and live with me ; 
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The livii^ there's uDcommon pleasant — 
l'm sure you'U find the hair agree, 

" O, come to Bath, my &ii Giabrowski, 
And biing your charming g^l," gezee : 

" The Baning heie sitall bave the ouae-key, 
Vith breakfeflt, dinner, lunch, and tea. 

" And when they've paesed au appy winter, 
Tbeii opes and loves uo more ne'll bar ; 

The marridge-Tow they'll eater iuter. 
And I at church wîll be theii Far." 

To Bath they weut to Lansdovne Crescent, 
Where good Sir John he did provide 

No end of teas, and balls incessant, 
And bosses botb to drive and ride. 

He was so Ospitably busy, 

Wben Miss was late, be'd make so bold 
Upstairs to call ont, " Missy, Missy, 

Come down, the coffy's getting cold ! " 

But ! 'tis sadd to tbink sucb bounties 
Sbould meet witb sucb rettim as tbis ; 



gilizcdl:* Google 



0, Bairing of Saint Bart, 0, CountesB 
Orabrowaki, and 0, cmel Miss ! 

He marne d yoa at Batli'8 fair Habby, 
Saint Bart he treated like a son — 

^nd wasn't it uncommon sbabbj 

To do what you bave went and done I 

My tremblîng And amost refewaea 

To Write tlie charge whîch Sir John swote, 

Of which the Coiintesa he ecuses, 
Her daughter and her eon-in-lore. 

My Mews qnïte blushes aa sbe aings of 
The Êitle cliatge wtich now I quote : 

He says Miss took his two beat rings oS, 
Ând pawned 'em for a tenpun note. 

" la this the child of honest parince, 
To make away with fblk'a best thii^ ? 

Ib this, pray, like the vmes of Barrins, 
To go and prig a gentleman'a rings ? " 

Thus thooght Sir John, by anget wtought on, 
Ând to rewengs hia injuied cause, 
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He brought them hup to Mr. Bioughtoo, 
Last Vensday vesk as evei waws. 

If gniltless, how she liave been slandercd ! 

If guilty, wengeance wîll not fail ; 
MeanwHle, the lady is remanderd. 

And gev thtee houdied poune in bail. 



JACOB OMNIUM'S HOSS. 



Ok£ sees in Viteall Yatd, 
Vere pleacenten do resort, 

A wenerable hînstitute, 

'Tifl called the Pallia Court. 

A gent as got Us i on it, 

I think will make some sport. 

The natur of thia Court 
My hindignation riles : 

A few fat légal spiders 

Hère set & spîn their viles ; 
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To rob the town tiieyr privlege is. 
In a hayrea of twelve miles. 

The J^udge of this year Court 

Is a mellitary beak, 
He knowa no more of Lor 

Than praps be doea of Oreek, 
And prowides hisself a deputy 

Becauae lie cannot speak. 

Four counsel in this Court — 
Misnamed of Justice — site ; 

ThcBe lawyers owea their places to 
Theîr money, not their wits ; 

And thete's six attomies under them, 
Ae hère their living gits. 

Thèse lawyera, six and four, 

Was a livin at theïr ease, 
A sendin of their writs abowt, 

And droring in the fées, 
When their erose a cirkimstance 

As is like to make a breeze. 

It now is some monce since, 
A gent both good and trew 
18* s 
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PoBsest a anaum oss Tith Ticli 

He didn know nhat fo do : 
Perap lie did not like the obb, 

Peraps he was a sera. 

TÏÙB gentleman his OSB 

At Tatteisall's did lodge ; 
There came a wnlgai oss-dealer, 

This gentleman'» name did fodge. 
And took the cas from Tattenall's : 

Wasn that a artfiil dodge ? 

One day thia gentleman's groom 

This willaln did epy out, 
A mounted on tHs osa, 

A ridin Mm about ; 
" Oet out of that thete obb, you rogue," 

Speaks up the groom so stout. 

The thief waB cruel whex'd 

To flnd hisaelf ao pinn'd ; 
The oas began to whinny, 

The honest gtoom he giimi'd ; 
And the taskle thief got aS the obb 

And eut avay like vind. 
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And phansy with what joy 

The tnaatec did regard 
His dearly bluvd lost oas agidn 

Trot in the stable yard ! 

WLo waa this master good 

Of whomb I makes thèse rbymes ? 
His name is Jacob Homaium, Exquire ; 

And if n committed ciimeei, 
Oood Lord ! I wouldn't ave tbat mana 

Attack me in tbe Times t 

New, shortly after tbe groomb 
His master's oss dïd take up, 

Tbere came a livery-man 
Thîs gentleman to ^vake up ; 

And he handed in a little bill, 
Wbich hanger'd Mr. Jacob. 

For two pound serenteen 

Thia lÏTery-maa eplied, 
For the keep of Mr. Jacob's osa, 

Which tbe thief had took to ride. 
" Do you ses anythink green in me ? " 

Mr. Jacob Hotnuium cried. 
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" Bec&iue a laskle chewa 

My oss away to robb. 
And goea tick at jour Mewa 

For seren-aDd-fifty bobb, 
Shall/becalledtopay? — Iti« 

A inîqoilious Jobb." 

TbiiB Mr. Jacob eut 

The conwasation sboit ; 
The livery-man went orne, 

Detummingd to ave sport. 
And sTimmingsd Jacob Homnium, Exquiie, 

Into the Pallis Court. 

Pore Jacob went to Court, 

A Counsel for to fis. 
And choOBe a bamster ont of the four. 

An attomey of the six ; 
And there he eor tbeee men of Lot, 

And watched 'em at their tricks. 

The dieadful day of trile 

In the Pallia Court dïd corne ; 
The lawyers Baid their say, 

The Judge looked wery glum. 
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And thcn ttie British Jmy cast 
Pote Jacob Hom-ni-um. 

O, a weary day was that 

For Jacob to go tbiough ; 
The debt was two Beventeen, 

(Which be no mor owed than you). 
And tben tbere was tbe plaintives costs, 

Elerea pound six and two. 

And tben tbere was bis own, 
Wbicb the lawyers tbey did fii 

At the wery moderit figgar 
Of ten pound one and six. 

Now Evins bless tbe Pallis Court, 
And ail its bold Ter-dicks ! 

I cannot settingly tell 

If Jacob Bwaw and cust, 
At avÏDg fot to pay this sumb, ' 

But I sbould tbink be must, 
And av diawn a cbeque for £24 4^. 8d. 

With most igstreme disgust, 

O Pallis Court, you move 
My pitty most proiband. 
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A most emusing aport 

You thought it, l'il be bound, 
To saddle hup a thtee-pound debt, 

With two-and-twenty pound. 

Oood sport it is to 70U, 

To grind the bonest pore ; 
To pay their just or unjuat debta 

Witb eight bundred per cent, for Ixir ; 
Make haste and git your coates in, 

Tbey will not lest mucb moi ! 

Come down from that tribewn, 
Tbou Sbanieless and Unjust; 

Thou Swindle, picking pockets in 
The name of Trutb, august ; 

Come down, tbou boary Blaapbemy, 
For die tbou ebalt and must. 

Ând go it, Jacob Homnlum, 

And ply your iron pen. 
And riae up Sir Jobn Jervia, 

And sbut me up tbat den ; 
Tbat gty for fattening lawyers in. 

On tbe bones of bonegt men. 

Pleaceman 
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Ths night was Btormy and duk, The town was shut 
up in eleep : Only those vere abroad who ■weie ont on a 
lark. Or those who'd no beds to keep. 

I paâs'd thiough ihe lonely street, The wind did sing 
and blow ; I could hear the polîceman's feet Clapping 
to and &o. 

There stood a potato-man In the midet of ail the wet ; 
He atood irith hb 'tato-can In tbe lonely Haymarket. 

Two gents of diamal mien. And dank and greasy rags, 
Came ont oSia shop for gin, Swaggering ovet fhe âags : 

Swaggering over the stonee, Theae shabby buckc 
walk ; And I vrent and fbllowed those seedy ones, 
Ustened to theii talk. 
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Was I aober or awake i Could I believe my eara ? 
Those dismal beggars apake Of notlimg but railroad 
Btuuee. 

I wondeted more and mote ; Says one — " Qood iiiend 
of mime, How aaaiy sliareB hâve you wrote for? !□ the 
Diddiesex Junction Une ? " 

" I wrote for twenty," aays Jim, " But they wouldn't 
give me one ; " Hia comrade stiùght rebuked him For 
the folly he had done : 



*' O Jim, you are unawaies Of tbe ^mys of this bad 
town; I always write for &Te hundred sharea, Âud 
tJten they put me down." 

" And yet you got no aharea," Says Jim, " for ail 
youi boast ; " "I leould hâve wrote," aays Jack, " but 
where Was the penny to pay the post ? " 

" I loat, for I couldn't pay Tbat firat inatalment up ; 
But here'a tatera smoking hot — I aay LVt's atop my 
boy and aup." 

And ai this simple feast The while they did regale, 
I drew each ragged capitaliat Down on my left thumo- 
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Their talk did me perpIoJt, AU night I tambled and 
tost, And thought of railroad specs., And how money 

waa won and lost. 

" BlesB railioada everywhere," I said, " and the 
world's advaQce ; Bless every railroad share In Italy, 
Ireland, France ; For never a heggar need now despair. 

And every togue has a chanc«." 
19 
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CoitE, ail ye Christian people, and listea to my taO, 

It ia ail about a doctor was traTelIiag by the lail, 

By the Heastem Coimtiea Raîlway (vich the sltares I 

don't deeire), 
Fiom Ixworth towa in Suffolk, Tich his name did not 

tranapire, 

A travelling from Bury'ttiis Doctot viaa employed 

With a geatleman, a friend of his, vich his name was 

Captain Loyd ; 
And on reaching Marks Tey Station, that is nest beyond 

Colchest- 
ei, a lady entered into thera most elegantly dresaed. 
(hb) 
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She entered into the Caniage ail witli a tottering step. 
And a pooty litUe Bayby upon lier busaum slep ; 
The gentlemen received lier with kindaess and siwillaty, 
Fitying this lady for her illness and debillaty. 

She had a fust clasa ticket, thia lovely lady said, 
Because it was so lonesome she took a secknd instead. 
Better to tiavel by Becknd class tban sit alone in the fiist. 
And the pooty Utile Baby upon hct bteast she nuat. 

A seein of hei ciyin, and shiverin and pail, 
Xo her spoke this surging, the £ro of my tail ; 
Saysee you look unwell, Ma'am, l'il elp yoa if I can. 
And you'may tell yourcase tome, foil'mameddiclenian. 

" Thank you. Sir," the lady s^d, " I only look bo pale, 
Because I ain't accustom'd to travelling on the Raie ; 
I shall be better presnly, when IVe ad some rest : " 
And that pooty little Baby she squeeged it to her breast. 

So in conwersation the joumey they beguiled, 

Capting Loyd and the médical man, and the lady and the 

cMd, 
Till the warious stations along the Une was paased, 
For even the Heastem Counties' trains must corne in at 

last. 
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When at Shoreditch tumminus at lenth etopped the traîn, 
Xhis kind meddicle gentleman proposed his aid again. 
" Thank you. Sir," the lady said, " for your kyindnesB 

My camdge and my oases is probbibly corne heie. 

" Will you old tliis baby, pleaae, vilat I step and see ? " 
The Doctor waa a famiy man : " That I will," eays he. 
Then tlie little child ahe hist, kist it veiy gently, 
Vich waa sucking bis little ûet, sleeping ûmocently. 

With a sigh front bei art, as though she would hare bust it, 
Thensbe gave tbe Doctor the child — werykindhe nustit: 
Hup then the lady jumped boff tbe bench sbe sat lion), 
Tumbled down tbe camdge steps and raa along tbe plat- 
fonn. 

Vile hall tbe otbei passengers vent upon tbeir vaye, 
The Capting and tbe Doctor sat thete in a maze ; 
Some vent in a Homminibus, some vent in a Cabby, 
The Capting and the Doctor vaited vith tbe babby. 

There they sat looking queer, for an hour oi raoïe. 
But theii feller passinger neatber on 'em aote : 
Nevei, nerer back again did tbat lady corne 
To that pooty sleepîng Hinfnt a Buckin of bis Thum ! 
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What coold thia pore Doctor do, beîn treated tbus, 

Wheu the datling Baby wolce, cryiii for its nuas ? 

Off he drove to a female ûiend, Ticb she was both. kiad 

and mild, 
And igsplamed to hei tbe circumatance of ttûs year little 

child. 

That kind lady took tbe child instantly in ber lap. 
And made it very cosiforable by gmag it eome pap ; 
And wben sbe took its cloae off, wbat d' you tbink ahe 

A couple of ten pun notes aewii up, in ita little gownd ! 

Alao, in its little close, was a note which did conwey, 
That tbis little baby's parents lived in a bandsome way : 
And for its Headucation they reglarly would pay, 
And Bittingly like gentlefolks would cliûm ihe child one 

day. 
If the Christian people who'd charge of it would say, 
Per adwettiaement in tbe Times, wbere tbe baby lay. 

Pity of this bayby many people took, 

It bad sucb pooty ways and such a pooty look ; 

And there came a lady fonard (I wiah that I could aee 

Any kind lady as would do aa much foi me ; 
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And I wish with ail my art, some night in my night 

gownd, 
I could flnd a note stitched for ten or twenty pound) — 
rheie came a lady forrard, that moBt honorable did say, 
She'd adopt this little baby, whicb her parents cast away. 

While the Doctoi pondered on this hoffer (tùr. 
Cornes a letter from Devonshire, from a party there, 
Hordering the Doctoz, at ita Mar's desitc, 
To send the little In&nt back to Devonshire. 

LoBt in apoplexity, this pore meddicle man, 
like a eensable gentleman, to the Justice ran ; 
Wbich his name was Mr. Hanunill, a honorable beak, 
That takes hîs seat in Worship Street four times a week, 

" Justice ! " says the Doctor, " instrugt me what to do, 
I'tb corne np from the country, to throw myself on you ; 
My patients hâve no doctoT to tend them in their ills, 
(There they are in Suffolk without their dra&ts and piUs !) 

' l've corne up from the country, to know how l'il dispose 
Of this pore little baby, and the twenty pun note, and the 
clotbes, 
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And I want to go back to Suffolk, deat Justice, if you 

please, 
Acd my patients wants tbeii Doctoi, and tbeir Doctoi 

wants his feez." 

Up apoke Mr. Hammill, sîttin at hia deak, 

" Thia year application does me muclt perplesk ; 

What 1 do adwise you, îs to leave thia babby 

In the Pariah wheTe it was left, by ita mother sbabby." 

The Doctor from hia Worship aadly did départ — 
Ke might bave left the baby, but be hadn't got tbe heait, 
To go for to leave tbat Hinnocent, bas tbe lawa allows, 
To the tender muRsies of the XJnion House. 

Mother, who left thia little eue on a atranger'a knee, 
Think how cruel you hâve been, and how good waa he ! 
Think, if you've been guilty, innocent waa ahe ; 
And do not take imkiadly thia litûe word of me : 
Hcaven be merciful to ua ail, sinners aa we he ! 
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THE END OF THE PLAY. 



The play ia done ; the curtaîn diops. 

Slow falling to the prompter's tiell : 
A moment yet the actor stops, 

And looks around, to say farewell. 
It ÏB an irkBome woid aod task ; 

And, when he'a Uughed tuid aaid hia aay, 
He shows, as he lemoves the mask, 

A face that's any thîi^ hut gay. 

One Word, ère yet the erening ends, 
Let'a chose it with a parting rhyme. 

And pledge & hand to ail young fiiends,* 
As fits the meiry Chiistxnas time. 

■ Th«e Tenet «e» prluted *t ths enl of a Chrlstiiuiil Book OHS-I 
Birch and bit yoniiB Friendi." 
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THE ZND OF TH£ f lAT. 

On life'e wide scène you, too, liave paits, 
That Fate ère long sliall bid you play ; 

Oood night ! with bonest gentle hearts 
A kindly greetiog go alway ! 

Oood night ! — l'd Bay, the griefs, the joys, 

Juat hinted in this munie page, 
The triiimphs and defeats of boys, 

Ate bat repeated in ont âge. 
l'd say, youi woea were net lésa keen, 

Youi hopes more Taia tban thoae of men ; 
YouT panga oi pleasures of fiiteen 

At forty-âve played o'er again. 

I*d say, -W6 Buffer and we stiive, 

Not less nor more as men than boys ; 
With grizzled beards at forty-five. 

As eist at twelve in corduioys. 
And if; in lime of sacred youth, 

We leamed at home to love and pray, 
Pray Heaven that early Love and Truth 

May never wholly. pass away. 

And in the woild, as in the school, 

I*d say, how fate may change and ehift ; 
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THE EKD OP THE PI^T. 

The piize be Mmetimea with tiie fool, 
The race not alwaya to the awift. 

The atrong ma; yield, the goeâ ma; fiill, 
The gteat man be a vulgar clown, 

The knave be UAed over ail, 
The kind cast pitileaaly down. 

Who knowe the înacrutable de«git ? 

Blessed be He nho took and gave ! 
Why ahoold youc motbei, Charlea, not mine, 

Be weeping at her darling's grave ? * 
We bow to Heaven diat willed it ao, 

Tbat darkly rulea the fàte of oïl, 
That aends the respite or tiie blaw, 

Tbat's iiee to gîve, oi to lecall. 

This crowns hia feast witli wine and vit : 

Who bronght him to that mirth and state ? 
Hù betters, see, below him ait, 

Or hunger hopeleaa at the gâte. 
Who bade the mud from Divee* wheel _ 

To apum the rags of Xiazarus ? 
Corne, brothei^ in that dust we'll kneel, 

ConfesBÏng Heaven that ruled it thua. 
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THE ssn OF THE FLAT. 

So eaoh shall moum, in life's advaitce, 

Dear hopea, deat frieuda, untimely killed ; 
Shall grieve for maiiy a forfeit chance. 

And longing passion unfulfilled. 
Amen ! whatevei lâte be sent, 

Pray God ihe heart maj kindly giovt, 
Although the head with cates be bent, 

And whitened 'with the mnter snow. 

Corne vealth or want, corne good ot ill, 

Let young and old accept their part. 
And bow before the Awful Will, 

And bear it with an honest heart. 
Who nÙBseB, or who wins tbe prize i 

Go, loee or conquer aa you can : 
But if you MI, or if you rise, 

Be each, ptay God, a gentleman. 

A gentleman, or old or young ! 

(Bear kindly with my humble laya ;) 
The sacred chorus fîrst was sung 

Upon the ârst of Christmas days : 
Tbe ehepherds beard it oTerhead— 

The joyful angeU laised it tben : 
Glory to Heaven on bigh, it sud. 

And peace on eartb to gentle men. 
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IHE EMU OF THE PI.AY. 

My 8ong, Bave tliia, is little worth ; 

I laj the weary pen aside. 
And wisb you healtb, and love, and miiih. 

As fits the solemn Chrùtmas-tide. 
As fits the holy Christmas birtà, 

Be thia, good fiiends, our carol BtiU — 
Be peaCG on eartb, be peace on earth, 

To men of gentle will. 
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